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Chapter I 


Old don BENEDETTO W4S sitting on the low W4LL of his 
little garden, in the shade of a cypress tree His black 
priest’s habit seemed to absorb and prolong the shadosv of 
the tree Behind him his sister was sitting at her loom She 
had placed it between a box hedge and a rosemary bed The 
shuttle bobbed backwards and forwards through the warp 
of red and black wool, from left to right and from right to 
left, to the accompaniment of the rhythm of the treadle 
that hfted the warp cords and of the lamb that lifted the 
warp It was a warm afternoon towards the end of April, 
and one’s thoughts followed the movement of the shuttle, 
from left to right and trom right to left The right led to- 
wards the town the left led straight into the mountains 

On the right was the railway, and the national road that 
followed the course ot the ancient Valerian Way, between 
fields of hay and wheat and potatoes and beets and beans 
and maize, leading to Avezzano and Tivoli, and eventually 
to Rome On the left, between vineyards and fields of peas 
and onion beds ran the provincial road, clambering up into 
the mountains straight into the heart of the Abruzzi the 
region of beech trees the haunt of the last uild bears, lead- 
ing towards Pescasseroli, Opi, and Altedana 

The priest’s sister threw the shuttle with the red bobbin m 
and out of the warp 

A young peasant woman, riding a donkey and carrying a 
baby in her arms, came down the local road, which was 
stony and winding like the bed of a dned-up mountain 
stream The road was white and beside it a peasant was 
tracing brown lines with a small wooden plow drawn by two 
donkeys 

Along the national road down on the right a lorry, full of 
soldiers, clattered by in a cloud of dust Life, contemplated 
from the priest’s garden, seemed an ancient children’s pan- 
tomime 

Today was Don Benedetto’s seventy-fifth birthday, and he 
sat contemplating the valley from his garden wall awaiting 
the arrival of his guesls, for some former pupils of his had 
promised to visit him in honor of the occasion They would 
arrive separately from the right and from the left, from the 
city and from the mountains trom wherever life had scat- 
tered them since the end of their school days 
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The few poor cottages of the village of Rocca huddled be- 
neath Don Benedetto’s garden In their midst was the nar- 
row village square, with grass growing between the stones, 
and at the other end of it the low porch of the church, and 
over the poich an ancient stucco filigree rose The houses, 
the streets, the small village square might have been unin- 
habited A beggar passed by in rags and went on without 
stopping A tiny girl appeared at a cottage doorway and 
peeped about her Then she slipped behind a hedge and 
went on peeping from there 

“Perhaps I should have bought some tamarind,” the 
pnest’s sister said “And you might have shaved, since it’s 
your birthday party today ” 

“My birthday party ? A fine time for parties to be sure 
Strawberry juice will do for the young men ’ Don Bene- 
detto replied Tamarind came from the citv in bottles Mata- 
lena Ricotta with her strayy berries, her mushrooms, and 
her eggs came from the mountains 

Shoe polish and culT-links and Pantanella macaroni, flav- 
ored with saffron and Donna Evangclina's Oriental Nights 
hair dye and celluloid collars, and the preparation Marco 
Tuglio Zabaglione used lor starching his uniuly mustaches 
came of course from the city But Bonifazio Patacca yvith 
his sheep s-milk cheese and pressed curds and his mozza- 
relle cheeses and .Sciancalla yvith his wood and charcoal, 
came from the mountains Such was the vivid pantomime m 
which Don Benedetto lived 

“Sciancalla has reverted to trade bv barter ” Don Bene- 
detto’s sister announced ‘ All he 11 take for his charcoal 
nowadays is beans and onions ’ 

‘Tve been sulfcring from heartburn after every meal for 
some time past ’ the old priest replied, “and bicarbonate of 
soda is thicc times what it was Don t you think those young 
men aie late’’’ 

Bicaibonate of soda came from the city, like insecticide 
and s.ilety-razor blades 

“Safetv'^ Rubbish' ’ observed Marta “When you shave with 
them you slash yourself worse than with an old-fashioned 
cuttluoat ” 

“Satetv Marta is always relative I suppose it wouldn’t be 
a bad thing if the Department of Public Safety were called 
the Department of Public Danger And besides ” Don Bene- 
detto added “when you talk at the top ot your voice don’t 
forget that the razor blades you are talking about are Italian 
national blades and therefore the wounds you receive with 
them aic in a sense patriotic wounds Perhaps on reflec- 
tion my old pupils would prefer wine, after all They aren’t 
boys any longer ” 

The former pupils whom Don Benedetto was expecting 
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had finished their schooling soon after the end of the Great 
War, and so now they were thirty years old or more 

Marta went into the kitchen to fetch the refreshments She 
carried them carefully to the granite table m the middle of 
the garden, between the tomatoes and the sage Her action 
was partly a propitiatory one, to cause the young men to 
hurry 

Then she went back to her loom, and threw the shuttle 
full of wool between the threads ot the warp 

“Do you know that there’s a new sub-prefeef^” she said 
after settling down to her work again “Another stranger of 
course And theie seem to be a lot of other changes in view, 
because of this new African war ’ 

“War time is career time,” said Don Benedetto 
Transfers and changes aluajs came from the citj, sub- 
prefects, inspectors, controllers, bishops prison govcinois, 
speakers on behalf ot the corporations Jesuit preachers for 
the spiritual exercises alwavs came from the city, just like 
newspapers and songs of the type of “Tripoli, Lovely Land 
of Love,” and “Valencia,” and “Giovinezza,” and gramo- 
phones and the wireless and novels and picture-postcards 
From the mountain there came Brother Antifona, the Ca- 
puchin friar, with his wallet for alms and Cassaroh, the 
wise-woman, with her herbs and badger’s hair and snake- 
skins against the evil eye, and the philosophei of Pescasseroli, 
Benedetto Croce, with his tour different kinds of a'vare- 
ness, and every year the bagpipers for the novenas before 
Advent, and every Thursday Sciatap for the market, and 
every Saturday Magascia tor salt and tobacco 

“Have you hoard that Clarice is engaged to a mechanic at 
the sugar factory^” said Marta “To marry m war time is to 
sow among thorns ’’ 

There was a knot in the warp-cords of the loom, and 
Marta had to get up to tree them 

Don Benedetto reflected tor a few moments Then said 
“You know some women are born to be war w'ldow's 
Poets arc made but war widows like bishops, aic born 
Mind, I don t say that with reference to Clarice who seems 
to me to be rather on the stupid side ” 

‘ Clarice owns some good land Hemp land,” Marta re- 
marked 

“Does the mechanic want to leave the factory and grow 
hemp'^” Don Benedetto asked 

“On the contrary,” said Marta “Clarice wants to sell her 
land Hemp isn’t any good any more ” 

Formerly hemp had gone down to the city, but now it 
did so no longer, for it was held to be expensive, primitive, 
and crude 

Tiuth used, more or less, to go down, too,” mused Don 
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Benedetto ‘It was more or less tolerated But now it is tol- 
erated no longer Monsignore finds it expensive, primitive, 
and crude, while hypocrisy is smooth, always up-to-date, 
and not onh cheap but profitable ” 

Marta h.id to get up to turn the warp beam under the 

loom There was a web ot sad memories undei her heait 

Those had been the exact words that Monsignore had used 

“Your brother dear madam ” he had said ‘ is so crude and 

primitive that we cannot possibly toleiatc him as a master 
in a college to which the i ichest that is to say the best 
families send then sons ’ There was no doubt that Mon- 
signore was neither primitive nor crude, and therefore, 
knowing that Don Benedetto was timid ind resigned so far 
as his career was concerned, he had dismissed him on the 
grounds of ill health 

Since then Don Benedetto had lived in seclusion in the 
house above Rocca dei Maisi with his sister devoting him- 
self to his beloved classics and poetis ,ind plants, to every- 
thing that beautifies the woild and docs not change with 
changing fashions He took no interest in politics and per- 
haps the classics did not help him very much to under- 
stand the events of the dav, but they certainly helped him 
to abominate the most recent forms taken by the collective 
life about him Don Benedetto was a quiet and good and 
humble man slightly captious and averse to vain excite- 
ment, and all he let strangers see ot his inner life was an in- 
genuous love for a tew Latin and Greek authors and a slight- 
ly provincial attachment to his own countryside and to the 
cafoni the poor peasants who lived in it and made it fruit- 
ful But his country shvness concealed a liberty of spirit 
that was rash for his station this libeity of spirit went 
hand in hand with a great humanity But the warmth of 
Don Benedetto’s heart was not sutlicicnl to earn him the 
forgiveness ot the few priests of neighboring parishes with 
whom he still sometimes dared to talk openly Thus he was 
reduced to living between his garden and his library aban- 
doned even bv his relatives, mcmbeis ot an old-fashioned 
landowning tamiK who had known better times but had 
been ravaged and ruined by the earthquake and the Great 
War His t imily resented the fact that he did not possess the 
influence with the authorities which they expected of him, 
which he would have possessed had he not been primitive 
and crude and which he might have used to their advan- 
tage in an age in which honest work was useless without in- 
fluence and wire-pulling Lacking all other close tics apart 
from his aged sister, Don Benedetto’s affections were cen- 
tered upon a few young men who had been his pupils, and 
he followed their changes of fortune in the complicated 
and paradoxical circumstances of their careers with paternal 
care 
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Marta had warmly invited a few of them to come to Rocca 
to visit their old schoolmaster in his retreat in honoi of his 
sevcntt -fifth birthday She had asked them to bring oibeis 
whose addresses she did not know and she was woriicd 
Had she prepared sufficient refreshments and would the doz- 
en glasses ot different shapes and sizes that were ranged 
upon the granite table be enough' Malta went on with her 
weaving and betw'een one shuttle and the next kept look- 
ing down the vallcv at the roads and the footpaths along 
whtch the guests would come 

On the right were the laiUvav and the national road that 
led from the citv on the left the provincial road descending 
from the mountains and in front ol the vast chcssboaid ot 
the Fucino furrowed bv long lines of poplars and canals 
Right and left, city and mountain, engineer and peasant, 
met in Fucino 

“If the bo>s are late it’s because the trains and the post- 
buses don’t run on time said Don Benedetto ‘ Since for- 
eign tourists don’t come to our pait of the w'oild there s no 
such thing as a time-table Afici all for us mere Italians 
such a thing would be too much to expect' 

From Rocca dei Marsi the land slopes gently down towards 
the immense hollow of the former lake ol Fucino, now re- 
claimed and the property of a so-called Prince Torlonia 
All round this huge hollow, which is green with wheat 
and beets there rises a great circle of gontlv sloping hills, 
with tiny villages cradled on them all with here and there 
the clustering towers ot old smoke-black towns some girded 
by high walls some with houses carved out ot the slope 
like caverns, places with ancient names and venerable his- 
tones, but largclv destroyed and badh reconstructed since 
the last earthquake Behind the circle of hills the mountains 
rose steeply cut by floods and toricnis Towaids the rail- 
way the mountains were as bare and desolate ns btiincd 
bones towards Pescasscioli thev wcic green and wooded 
The contused noises that floated up to Rocca from the 
Fucino towaids sunset only increased the sense of distance 
and solitude in the little village A tew women, clothed in 
black, squalid and unkempt and aged bcrorc their time ap- 
peared in the dark dooiways Other women leturncd slowly 
from the fountain bearing copper vessels on their heads, 
with handkerchiefs knotted under their chins A peasant 
woman, dressed in black crossed the tiny village square, 
pulling, almost dragging behind her a little girl diessed in 
yellow, and disappeared into the church An old peasant 
passed by on a donkey urging it forward with his heels 
Then the little street emptied again and Rocca resumed the 
appearance of a village of the dead 

Meanwhile traffic had multiplied along the national road 
Army lorries were passing in a continual stream 
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“I don’t understand why the Holy Father doesn’t de- 
nounce this new war they are preparing in Africa,” said 
Marta ‘ Concetta, the baker’s wife, stopped me after Mass this 
morning and said her son had been called up, and she 
wanted to know what the Pope says about the war ” 

“The Holv Father knows, mv dear that it’s unhealthy to 
talk with a bit in one’s mouth,” answeicd Don Benedetto 
He suddenly rose to his feet, attracted by loud cries and 
shouts from the provincial road It was not easy to see 
what was causing all the hullabaloo A long cloud of dust 
was overflowing from the narrow highway on to the neigh- 
boring vines ards and gardens In the midst of it a flock of 
sheep was slow'ly advancing like a small river ot little \cl- 
low waves Next there came into sight a donkes loaded 
with its usual equipment its stra'V canopy its saucen in 
bag, its milkpails and checsc-molds Behind the donkcv 
came a shepherd with his sheep-dogs and behind him a 
small open motoi-car, the occupants of which vvcie shout- 
ing to the shepherd, urging him to make w'av and let them 
p.ass But their cries were vain The onlv effect thev had on 
the man was to make him gesticulate eloquently indicating 
that he could not hear a word thev weie saving that he 
was not only deat but dumb and that all he w.intetl was 
to be left in peace But since even a deat-mute ought to be 
able to understand that a motor-car cannot dally forever 
behind a flock ot sheep the young men went on shouting 
furiously at him They would probably have abandoned 
words for deeds had the shephcid not been escorted bv 
three silent ferocious-Iooking dogs with docked ears and 
bloodshot eyes wearing metal, nail-studded collars as a de- 
fense against wolves One ot the voting men in the motoi- 
car was in the unilorm of an officer ot militia He kept on 
standing up at the driving-wheel, shouting imprecations .ind 
gesticulating at the dcat-mutc, begging beseeching and 
commanding him to make his flock move over to one side 
of the road to allow room lor the motor-car to pass But 
the shepherd plodded on using equally expressive gcstuics 
to show that he hadn't the slightest idea what all the fuss 
was about that it w’as no allair ot his that he couldn’t im- 
agine w'hat on eaith the two voung men wanted and that 
they should leave him alone This had been going on for 
some time Don Benedetto walked towards the center of the 
disturbance with a coidial greeting toi ihc shepherd and 
for his two old pupils in the motor-car 

“Welcome welcome’ the old piicst c.illcd out and turn- 
ing pohtclv to the shepherd he introduced them to him 
“They are friends ol mine who have come to visit me,” 
he said 

The shcphei d abruptly regained the power of speech 
“Why didn t you tell me you were going to see Don Bene- 
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detto?" he calmly said to the occupants of the motor-car 
Then he gave an order to the dogs and m a trice the flock 
had elongated and moved over to the right side of the road, 
leaving plenty of room tor the car to pass 

By this time Don Benedetto’s sister had approached 

‘This gentleman in .uniform,” said Don Benedetto intro- 
ducing him “is not the charcoal man but only mv dear 
friend and former pupil Concettino Ragu And this gentle 
man, who looks like an unfrocked monk, is nothing of the 
sort, but a real doctor. Doctor Nunzio Sacca Both are ex- 
cellent young men at heart ” 

The two excellent young men, however had not yet swal- 
lowed their amazement at the deaf-mute s sudden recovery 
of speech 

“What’s the rascal’s name’” Concettino asked 

“I have reached the age of seventy-five, and I have never 
yet acted as an intormer,’ the priest answered, laughing, 
“and it’s too late to start now ” 

He took his two old pupils by the arm and led them to- 
wards his garden 

Meanwhile the shepherd, evidently believing himself to 
be entirely in the right in this affair, went on shouting from 
the middle of the road 

“Why didn’t you tell me you were going to Don Bene- 
detto'^” 

“Sit down and rest,” Marta said to the two voiing men, to 
distract their attention from the shepherd Then she quietly 
and patiently resumed her woik at the loom and added 

“The others won t be long now ” 

But Concettino Ragu had not yet recovered from his as- 
tonishment at the false deaf-mute He was so amazed that 
he was not even angry Don Benedetto saw this, and gave 
an explanation of the incident that perhaps he would have 
preferred to avoid 

“My dear Ragu ” he said “there’s no need for you to be 
surprised There’s no need tor me, who takes no interest in 
politics, to explain to you what your uniform represents to 
the poor people the cafoni the shepherds That they pre- 
tend to be deaf-mutes when they meet an officer of the 
militia on a lonely road is the least thing you ought to com- 
plain about The day when the ears of those who sham deaf- 
ness are opened and the tongues of those who sham dumb- 
ness are loosened will be a terrible one, and I should like to 
see you spared it ” 

At these words Concettino looked at the doctor W.isn’t 
this just the kind of thing Don Benedetto might be expccled 
to say^ His glance reproached the doctor tor having per- 
suaded him to come Dr Sacca, however, tried to save the 
sUu ition 

\\'c came to visit you here in your retreat,” he said to 
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the priest, ‘ to show you that you are not alone and are not 
abandoned, and that all those whom you taught ” 
"Dcus mthi haec olia fecit," answered Don Benedetto, 
and there was tenderness in his voice ‘Your presence here 
gives me much pleasure and makes me torget all bitterness 
And now sit down and rest Not there on the ground That 
IS not grass, but thyme This is basil ocnniim siiat e That 
yonder is parsley, apiinn peitoselininn, as sou know This 
at the side is mint Good ancient, and honest things ” 
The three men sat down on a granite seat at the foot 
of a graceful and delicate olive tree The old man sat be- 
tween the two younger ones For a w'hile there was silence 
in the peaceful garden, save toi the alternating rhythm of 
Marta’s loom, the sounds of the treadle and the shuttle 
“What has become ot Luigi Candeloro^ I have had no 
news of him tor a long time ” the old man said 

“He died ol typhoid fever two years ago, in Libya,” 
Nunzio Sacca answered “For me it was like the loss of a 
brother After qualilving as an engineer he woikcd tor a 
short time on his own account and then tor three years he 
was unemployed Finally he took a job as a civil engineer in 
Libya He would have gone anywhere to hell itself for the 
sake of earning a living He died two weeks before sailing 
for home to marry a cousin of mine His family who had 
bled themselves to the bone to help him finish his studies, 
were left w'llhoiit any support ’ 

The old man said nothing Then he spoke again 
“What IS Battista Lo Patto doing’” 

“He plays Scopone — a card game, you know ” Concettino 
answered "At scientific Scopone he is absolutely unbeat- 
able ’ 

‘‘But what docs he do in the davtimc"’” 

He sleeps all the moining He gels up when his mother 
has lunch rcadv Then he goes out anti plivs Scopone He 
comes back when his mother has dinner ready Then he 
goes out and plays Scopone again 

“Doesn't he ever vary his program^ ’ 

“On Siindav s ' 

“Does he work on Sundays’’” 

“On Sund.ivk he plays billiards” 

The old man shook his head Then he asked 
“And Antonio Speranza’” 

“As perhaps \ou know he didn’t go on with his studies 
after he left school Sacca replied Foi a while he earned 
a meager living Ironi [he little provision shop his father 
left him He spent ten \ears stiuggling to meet his ticcounts 
and pay his lines lor had siidiiies lancid oil moldy flour 
and inacciii Ue scales In the end he lost pitiencc and tried 
to get 1 icli c|uickl\ he contiacteti substaiUi il tichls .ind went 
straight into hankruptev So now he can t go out at night 



because some of his creditors are after him and want to skin 
him alive But he’s even more afraid of the carabinieri ” 

“And Carlo Caione’^” 

“He died of consumption and left his wife with two chil- 
dren ” 

Has his wife anything to hve on"^” 

‘ No, but she s pretty ’’ 

The old m<in was silent Marta’s loom had stopped now 
The first shadows of evening were gathering in the Fucino 
Don Benedetto spoke again 

“Tell me what Verdnne is doing It’s a long time since 
I heard anything of him ’’ 

“He’s a clerk in the tax office at Colie the village he was 
born in,’’ Concettino said ‘ He wanted a political career, so 
as soon as he lelt school he got in with the Socialists, and 
m 1924 he was of course a member ot the Aventine and 
belonged to a lodge In the end he tried worming his wniy m 
among us, and in 1927 he succeeded but it hasn’t helped 
him very much He intiigues he petitions, he writes letters 
to the authorities denouncing ever; body who has been more 
fortunate than himself, but he still remains at the counter 
of the tax office Rage has made him as green as his name 
implies ’’ 

“But his father is well off Can’t he help him?” 

“His father is dead and his property had to be divided 
up among nine children six girls and three boys ’ Concet- 
tino answered “Each of the six girls is uglier than the 
others so thev are known as the six monkevs " 

“Is Pietro Spinacci still mayor?’ Sacca asked Concettino 

“How’s that' ’ asked Don Benedetto ‘ Isn t he a lawyer 
any longet?” 

“He took his lawyer’s diploma,” Concettino ans;;cred, 
“but he had very little work, so he managed to get appointed 
Mayor of Oitona dci Marsi a pool town where the pickings 
are very small And now he s a mayor he s not allo\;ed to 
practice his profession and drum up clients So the hist ad- 
ministrative mischance that depiivcs him of his job a'iII 
leave him m the gutter ” 

“Tell me what Di Pretoro is doing now,” said Don Bene- 
detto 

“All I know IS that he spent two terms at the university 
and then got a job on the railway I think he must still 
be employed at Rome Station,’ said Sacca 

“He was dimisscd from the railway some years ago,” 
Concettino said ' Di Pretoro was the best ol us at I atm, 
I don’t deny, but m my opinion he v. is a)\v ivs a muddle- 
head and halt a Socialist Anvwav he had an allair in his 
village with a poor little dressmaker who owned nothing in 
the world but lici sewing-machine She knew the kind of 
man he was, so she promptly piesented him with a son He 
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married her She has regularly presented him with a son 
every year since They have been married for four years 
now, and they have five sons, including the one born in ad- 
vance And in the meantime he has been dismissed trom 
the railway because of his vague anti-national ideas No one 
dismissed from the railway can get a job in any other public 
service, and private employers have to engage their staff 
from the employment exchanges, who are obliged by law to 
reject anyone who is politically suspect He is too proud to 
do any kind of manual work You don’t study for ten years 
to become a carpenter And besides, his wife, the httle 
dressmaker, is always pregnant or suckling her last-born 
So obviously there is often nothing to eat in the house 
Then Di Pretoro goes to the tavern and drinks, and when 
he’s drunk he comes home and beats his wite and children 
until the neighbors intervene and reestablish peace And peo- 
ple say that’s what comes of sending boys to the priests’ 
college ” 

Don Benedetto rose to his feet, with an effort There was 
a look of affliction on his thin, pale face, with its Itght, blue 
veins He walked a few paces up and down the garden, and, 
without saytng a word, went into the house Marta had fin- 
ished her weaving Her warp-beam was empty But she re- 
mained in her place, bent over her loom, as if her back were 
aching Then she passed her hand over the w'ork she had 
done, which was still around the cloth-beam and said gent- 
ly to the two young men, who remained silently sitting be- 
neath the olive tree 

“This rug IS my birthday present for Don Benedetto ” 
She said “Don Benedetto” simply, with distance and re- 
spect 

“My dear lady, you make your brother a greater present 
every day,” said Nunzio Sacca “You have made him the 
gift of every single day of your life ” 

Marta blushed to the temples and shook her head She 
walked slowly over towards the two young men and sat 

down between them, beneath the graceful olive tree Then, 

in a gentle voice and with many pauses she said 

“E'-'ery one of us is given the gift of life, and what a 

strange gift it is If it is preserved jealously and selfishly 

it impoverishes and saddens, but if it is spent for others it 
enriches and beautifies But I do not say that tor myself 
He who has the good fortune to live at Don Benedetto’s 
side receives a thousand times more than he gives ” 

“Can’t it happen that if one gives everything to others one 
may remain poor and empty and never enjov the gifts that 
life has offered Conccttino said 

“The gifts that life has given us are truly precious,” 
Marta said They are strange and precious He who wants 
to enjoy them, and strives to enjoy them, and ficts from 
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morning to night to enjoy them does not enjoy them at all 
but burns them up and consumes them rapidly But he who 
forgets them, and forgets himself and gives himself entiiely 
and devotedly to somebody oi something receives a thou- 
sand times more than he gives and at the end of his life the 
gifts nature has bestowed upon him are still flourishing in 
him like Mav roses ’ 

“That’s how Don Benedetto used to talk to us in school,” 
said Nunzio Sacca “But what good did his teaching do? 
How did it help Battista Lo Patto and Luigi Candeloro and 
Antonio Speranza and Di Prctoio and Carlo Caione and the 
rest^” 

Don Benedetto reappeared at the threshold of his house, 
with a bundle of \elIow faded papers in his hands 

“To what shill 1 liken vsnC” he said to his two former 
pupils sitting on either side ot Malta ‘To what shall 1 com- 
pare your unhappy geiiciation'’ You are like children sitting 
in the market place calling one to another and saying ‘We 
have played the flute and ye have not danced, we have 
mourned to you and ye have not wept'’ Everything has 
turned out in a manner contrary to what was piomiseJ 
you ” 

His shining eves, illuminated by the rays of the setting 
sun, gave a noble and serene appearance to the old priest's 
face His voice was grave slow and sad as of one who has 
long and vainly been seeking an explanation and has begun 
at last to doubt whether any explination exists 

“I have hole an old photogiaph we had taken fifteen 
years ago just before we parted,” he said ' I also have here 
the last Italian essays I made you wiite for me The subject 
I set you was Say sincerely what you would like to be m 
life, and what puipose vou would like to have in life’ I 
have just re-iead the tssavs wiitten by you two, and by 
Caione and Di Pretoro and Candcloio and Speranza and Lo 
Patto and the others ot whom vou told me 1 confess to you, 
m all confusion and humditv that 1 am ceasing to undei- 
stand, and am even beginning to doubt whether it is woilh 
while seeking an explanation A Frenchman of the last cen- 
tury, who, like vou, was educated bv priests said that per- 
haps the truth is sad Nfy friends, peihaps the explanation 
is sad ” 

Don Benedetto’s voice was lower now, and he spoke with 
a certain hesitation, as though he were thinking out loud, 
^as though there weie an internal censor checking his words, 
or as though he were a shoi t-sighted man moving among un- 
familiar objects and fcaiful of hurting not himself but them 
Don Benedetto spread a few of the yellow papers on the 
table and said 

‘In judging compositions of this kind all sorts of allow- 
ances have, of course, to be made They are full of literary 
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frills in the manner of Pascoli, d’Annunzio, Sem Benelli, and 
they also contain naivetes peculiar to a school conducted 
by priests, then, too, they reflect the illusions of the time at 
which they were written, and overtones of the recently con- 
cluded armistice But beneath all that, beneath all the thrills 
and furbelows and falsities and impressions ot the moment, 
there was, and you can still hear the echo of it something 
essential and characteristic of you, something that fitted m 
closely with the observations I had made of you, individ- 
ually and collectively, during the long years of upper and 
lower school Later, when you left school and entered the 
world, that something was not developed and was not sat- 
isfied, but was side-tracked, suppressed thwarted corrupted, 
poisoned, subjugated Now \ou are between thirty-two and 
thirty-four years old, and already you look like aged cynics 
I speak, of course, of the best of you of those who are 
sufficiently intelligent to realize your own failuic” 

“School isn’t life my dear Don Benedetto ” Concettino 
interrupted “At school you dream, in hie >ou haye to make 
adjustments You come up against a reality older than your- 
self, to which you have to adapt yourself You don’t be- 
come what you would like to become ” 

“And if the adaptation is carried out with new ceremonies 
and new unifoims,” interposed Nunzio Sacca, “you try to 
convince yourselves and the masses that there has been a 
revolution ” 

“You're a great friend of mine, but a miserable cynic,” 
exclaimed Concettino He lose to his feet and staited pac- 
ing up and down the garden to divert the conversation from 
this awkward topic 

Don Benedetto was leaning against the cypress tree and 
said nothing 

Nunzio Sacca, who had remained seated by Marta’s side, 
attempted to lead the conversation to safer giound 

“The last lesson you gave us,” he said to Don Benedetto, 
“was on Greek tragedy Your comments ivcie unforgetta- 
ble ” 

“Nevertheless, the study of Greek tragedy and my com- 
ments did not help you could not help you to face and un- 
derstand the obscure tiagedy that was about to overwhelm 
you,” Don Benedetto said The idea that man, in our mod- 
ern age, Can play his role only m dramas and never in 
tragedies, is a piece of stupidity that we may leave to the 
newspaper critics When Concettino confessed that you 
don’t become what you would like to become he expressed 
crudely without realizing it, the essence of the modem trag- 
edy Certainly we are no longer victims ol the ancient Fate 
of the Gieeks Ahani’ke Nemesis, but what is this new Fate 
that prevented you fiom being what you wanted to be'^ 
What IS this obscure and pitiless destiny that has played 
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havoc with vour generation in the last fifteen years from 
the occupation of Fiume to the occupation of the factor its, 
from the smashing of the Socialist Leagues to the liquida- 
tion of the Fascists of 1919 — this destiny that caused many 
of you, who were Catholics to become first Nationalists, 
then Socialists, then Fascists, then advocates of the corporate 
state, and now, if many signs and tokens do not deceive me. 
Socialists again'^ What is this new and inexorable demon, 
this new and ferocious destiny that has taken the place of 
the Fate of the ancients and plays with your lives like a 
drunkard playing with dice'” 

Marta rose briskly to her feet and went towaids the table 
where the dozen glasses were standing, and the bottles con- 
taining the refreshments 

“Do you still think the others will come''” she said 

“They certainly intended to come but they may have 
missed the train or the post-bus ” Concettino said 

Marta made as it to carry the superfluous glasses into the 
kitchen 

“Leave one of them,” said Don Benedetto “For Don Pic- 
cinlli ” 

“But we didn t invite him,” his sister protested ‘ We left 
him out on purpose ” 

“For that very reason he will not fail to appear ” Don 
Benedetto replied Then he turned to the tw'o young men 
and went on 

“Of course you remember Picciriili the only member of 
your class who chose to enter the Chuich His people were 
small landowiieis who lacked the means to enable him to 
continue his studies so he went to the Salesians studied 
theology, and took ordcis As soon as he was oi darned he 
abandoned the Salesians and returned to his diocese That 
was not a very proper wav to behave towaid the Salesians 
Now he IS a priest in a htlle parish near lierc but he is dis- 
contented because he would like to be a mastci at the semi- 
nary and a canon In oidcr to ingratiate himsclt with the 
bishop he acts as his secret informer He never laiK to put 
in an appearance on occasions when he believes something 
may be said that he can denounce to the bishop As you im- 
agine, therefore he pays me the honor of frequent visits ” 

Meanwhile evening had tallen and Marta had difhculty in 
filling the glasses in the scmi-darkness 

“Sit down and drink ’ she said 

“My sister would have liked to offer you tamarind, but 
she remembered too late ’ Don Benedetto icmarkcil 

‘What a chaiming maternal idea'” said Concettino “Do 
you believe dear lad, th it we need a puige' 

A cool bieezc had begun to blow from the mountains, 
and Don Benedetto conahed 

' We had bcttci go indoois ” said Marta, and the two young 
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men helped her carry the bottles and glasses inside the 
house On the ground floor there was one big room, which 
served ns kitchen, as workroom on wet days, and as the 
room in which guests were received just as with the peas- 
ants A varn-windle was hanging on a nail over the door A 
dislalT was leaning against the doorpost On the shelves of 
the bookcase was some coarse crockery ornamented with 
flowers On either side were cooking pots and pans and 
copper kettles Over the big fireplace were red rows of pep- 
peis, blown rows of rowan beiries bunches of garlic and 
strings of onions, on the mantelpiece theie were a lot of 
dusty old books in one corner no doubt Marta's was a 
small recess decorated with lace paper, with a little plaster 
Madonna surrounded bv paper lilies The room smelled 
vaguely of stale biscuits and of fruit preserved in vinegar 
‘Sit down and drink’ said Marta 

Some one knocked at the door and Don Piccirilli came 
in Don Benedetto received him leaning against the fireplace 
Don Piccii illi went up to him embraced him, cordially 
offered him his congratulations Don Benedetto returned his 
embrace and invited him to join the others 

“Sit down and drink,” he said 'Theic is a glass for you ” 
Don Piccirilli was rather lat and looked well fed, he had 
an expansive and jovial air He said he was late because he 
had had to finish an article for the diocesan journal 

“The article is entitled ‘The Scourge ot Our Time’,” said 
Don Piccii ilh 

“Was it about the war and unemployment'’” asked Don 
Benedetto 

This remark annoyed Don Piccirilli 
“Those are political questions ” he answered “Only spir- 
itual questions are dealt with in the diocesan journal Fiom 
the purch spiiitual point of view the scourge ol our time, 
in my opinion is immodesty in dress Don I vou think so'’” 
“The scouige of our time ” calnilv replied Don Bene- 
detto emphasizing each word and looking Don Picciiilli 
straight in the eye ‘ is insincerity between man and man, 
lack of taith between man and man the pestilential Judas 
Iscariot spiiit that poisons public and private life” 

Don Picciiilli changed the subject 

“Thcic has been cnoimous spiritual progress in my parish 
m the last lew years thanks be to God ” he said “The 
number of confessions has incicased by lorty per cent, and 
the numhei ot communions bv thirty per cent ’ 

‘ Pool Piccirilli ’ said Don Benedetto ‘You talk of pure 
spiiit and ol spiritual piogicss, and you express yourself 
in c ilcLil iluins and percentages, just like a biker” 

Di b.iLC 1 was seized with a violent fit ot coughing htarta 
took liom her brother’s hand the old pholograph dating 
fioni 1920, in which he was surrounded by his pupils She 
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held It well in the light in the recess of the fireplace Dr 
Sacca, Concettmo, and Don Piccinlh gathered round and 
looked at it Each looked first for himself, then for friends 
not seen or heard of for many years Each spoke ot past 
memories, contrasted them with present-day hard facts In 
the photograph Concettmo Ragh was in the front row, sit- 
ting on the ground with his legs crossed Elis head was 
shaven, and there was a catlike expression on his small, 
dark, gray face His eyes had remained the same but fif- 
teen years before nobody could have foreseen that he would 
ever look like a provincial drill-sergeant which was what his 
goatee beard and the way he brushed his hair made him 
look like now Nunzio Sacca was one of those who hid 
changed least But his forehead seemed broader because 
he had lost hair over his temples In the photogKiph he was 
sitting behind Don Benedetto, on a step, and you could see 
his thin neck, his rather narrow shoulders, the deep-set eves 
and the timid and slightly absent-minded air that he still 
retained 

“Who were your favorite pupils’” Concettmo suddenly 
asked Don Benedetto 

“My favorite pupils’” the old man replied "Those who 
were not satisfied with what they found in the textbooks, 
the insatiable ones ” 

“Who were they’” his three old pupils exclaimed, their 
curiosity thoroughly aroused "Who were Lhev?” 

Don Benedetto smiled, then answered 

“Where is Pietro Spina now’ MTiat has happened to him’” 

In the photograph Pietro Spina was seated on Don Bene- 
detto’s right, and Don Benedetto had one hand on his shoul- 
der Spina had untidy hair, a wild and sullen expression, 
and his tie was all askew 

When nobody answered, Don Benedetto asked again 

“Where is Pietro Spina? What is he doing? Wheie does 
he live’” 

The three young men looked at each other in embarrass- 
ment Marta’s nerves had been on edge all the alternoon she 
had been on the alert the whole time to avoid disLigrceable 
subjects of conversation but now she looked like one who 
IS tired and resigned and believes that nothing t.m be done 
Don Benedetto turned to Concettmo 

“Pietro Spina was your best friend,” he said “You ad- 
mired him so much, you might almost have been in love 
with him Where is he’ What news is there of him’ What 
IS he doing’” he asked, with eagerness and aflecuon m his 
voice 

“How should I know’ Am I my brother’s keeper’'’ the 
young officer asked, avoiding Don Benedetto’s glance 

The old man was standing near the fireplace and the 
reply made him go pale He almost staggered He walked 
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slowly over towards Concettino, took his head between his 
trembling hands, looked at him in the eyes, and said, 
quietly, almost with tears 

“My poor boy, is this the pass to which you have come'^ 
You don’t know how terrible are the words vou have just 
spoken, the most terrible words in Genesis, and Genesis is 
a terrible book ” 

Concettino looked at him, startled, without understand- 
ing Don Benedetto went on, still more quietly, almost whis- 
pering into his ear 

“And it came to pass, when they were in the field, that 
Cam rose up against Abel his brother, and slew him And 
the Lord said unto Cain, Where is Abel, thv brother? And 
he said, I know not Am I mv brother’s keeper?” 

Don Benedetto walked slowly awav from the voung of- 
ficer and sat down in the extreme comer of the room, on a 
stool beneath the recess in which the little plaster Madonna 
stood among her colored paper flowers 

“Pietro Spina,” said Don Benedetto, “was my favorite 
pupil He never knew it, but he was He was not satisfied 
with what was m the textbooks he was insatiable, restless, 
and often undisciplined But the most severe punishments 
he received during all his years at school were invariably 
provoked by his protests at what he believed to be unde- 
served punishments inflicted upon others When he believed 
himself to be in the right no consideration of expediency 
could make him hold his peace ” 

Don Benedetto searched among the yellow papers for the 
last school essay written by Pietro Spina 

“Listen, this is Spina,” he said “ ‘If the prospect of being 
displayed on altars after one’s death, and being prayed to 
and worshiped bv a lot ol unknown people, mostly ugly old 
ladies, were not very unpleasant 1 should like to be a saint 
I should not like to live according to circumstances, envir- 
onment and material expediency but I should like, ignoring 
the consequences, in every hour of my life to live and strug- 
gle for that which seems to me to be right and good ’ Fif- 
teen years ago when I read that confession ” Don Benedetto 
went on, “though I did not doubt Pietro Spina’s sincerity, I 
did not know to what extent he might have been carried 
away by his own rhetoric At that time he was devouring the 
lives of the saints He had lost his parents some years be- 
fore, and family misfortunes had reinforced his tendency to 
meditation ” 

Don Piccinlh had been waiting for the old man to pause, 
and now he interrupted 

‘In 1920 Spina wanted to become a saint, but in 1921 be 
joined the Young Socialists — who were atheists and materi- 
alists, ’ he said 
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"I am not interested m politics,’ Don Benedetto answered 
dr\l\ 

‘You are not interested in atheism and the struggle against 
God^” the young priest ashed curiously 

‘He who does not live according to expediency or envir- 
onment or convenience or tor material things, ’ the old man 
answered, calmly ‘ he who lives for justice and truth with- 
out caring for the consequences is not an atheist but he is 
in the Lord and the Lord is in him My dear Piccirilli you 
can teach me many things, for example the art of making a 
career, but I was your master in philologv^ your master in 
the science of words and I am not atraid of them Nnnzio 
Sdcca tell me what you know of Pietro Spina Where is he 
and what is he doing‘s ’ 

TTiis time Dr Sacca replied 

“In 1927 he was ai rested and deported to one of the is- 
lands,” he said A year later he escaped and lied to Tunis, 
and then to France He wis expelled from France and went 
to Switzerland He was expelled fiom Svsitzcrland and went 
to Luxemburg He was expelled from Luxemburg and went 
to Belgium If he hasn’t been expelled from Belgium he 
must be there still How he manages to live 1 do not know 
but he IS bound to be hungry 1 have also heard trom a rel- 
ative of his that he is suircnng from lung trouble ’ 

Don Benedetto remained silent Then he turned to Marta 
and said 

‘ Foxes have holes and birds of the air have nests but the 
son of man hath not where to lav his head He goes on living 
according to the pure dreams of his adolescence, and the 
Christian countries hunt him like a wild beast ” 

Malta looked at her brothei, tiightencd 
The three voung men rose and took their leave 
“It’s kite, ’ thev said ‘ Wc must go ” 

Don Benedetto accompanied them to the crossroad Don 
Piccirilli took the path to the left towards the mounlain 
Concettino and Nunzio went to the right, in the direction of 
the railway 

The old man watched them as they drove away 
After they had gone some distance Concettino murmured 
to the doctor without looking at him 

“Spina IS in Italy He returned from Belgium surreptitious- 
ly The police are already on his track He mav ha\e been 
arrested already But what can 1 do if he is mad'” 

On the horizon over the ravine of Forca Caruso there 
had appeared a small white cloud A big ind thicati'ning 
cloud lollowed close behind it There was a clap ot ihuiidcr 
a lighi wind arose, a shudder went over the fields and it 
stai ted to rain 
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Chapter II 


One morning dr nunzio sacca was called to the bedside 
of a sick man A young man from Acquatredda came and 
fetched him in a carnage The doctor looked at him and 
said 

“We know each other ” 

“I am Mulazzo Cardile, of the Cardile family of Acqua- 
fredda,” the young man said “Ves, we know each other My 
grandfather used to rent Monsignore’s mill and lands It 
was good land, dear land For three years my father rented 
a vineyard belonging to your family, Doctor Then came 
misfortunes, quarrels, and illnesses Two of my brothers are 
in Brazil and do not write ’’ 

“We know each other, ’ Dr Sacca said “Who is the pa- 
tienf^’ The carnage was going against the wind Theie was 
rain in the wind 

“Ram at the end of April is good,’’ said Cardile “1 re- 
member hearing you make a speech in the public square at 
Acquafredda when I was a boy. Doctor The speech you 
made was for the Church and the People The word ’Lib- 
erty’ was written on the banner Our family were on the 
same side It was immediately after the war and liberty was 
allowed Then the Church was not for the government, 
but for the people We were on the same side After that 
the wind changed ’’ 

The carriage was now driving into the ram The rain was 
coming from the pass where the Campi Palentini broaden 
out into the Fucino basin It stretched like a gray veil over 
the villages of Magliano and Scurcola 

“Now the women and the old folk are for the Church, 
and we look after our own affairs ’’ Cardile went on “My 
father is sixty years old and is still a prior of the Confrater- 
nity of the Holy Sacrament On Sunday mornings he sings at 
Mass on Good Friday and Corpus Christi Day he walks in 
the procession in a red cassock and makes tne responses to 
the Oremus Every year we give two casks of wine to the 
parish of Acquafredda for masses All oui dead are buried 
in the Chapel of the Holy Sacrament in Acquafredda cem- 
etciy on the right-hand side as you go in All these things 
do not mean that we are any better than the rest, but I have 
a leason tor recalling them The reason I recall them is that 
I want to show you we are on the same side ’’ 
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“We know each other,” said the doctor “We know each 
other Who is the patient’ Some one in your family’” 

The carnage left the national ro,id that led to Acqua- 
fredda and entered a side road, full of puddles, running be- 
tween fields of beans and peas 

“Nevertheless, people have many ways of knowing one 
another said Cardile “We peasants know the belter kind 
of people through the land they own and fiom recommen- 
dations But IS that a way ot knowing people’ You work, 
you buy, you sell, you rent, and vou need papers and rec- 
ommendations You go abroad to work and see lots of of- 
ficials and meet a lot of people But is that a way of know- 
ing them’ Once when I was working at Estaque near Mar- 
seilles, where a big tunnel was being built some one said to 
me ‘There's a countryman of vours here, an educated man ’ 
It’ll be some one wanting to get something out of me I said 
to myself Mv papers and certificates were all in order, I 
had paid all m> dues and what could he want’ Anyway, the 
man came to me and said he had not been to the Marsica 
for several years, and he started asking me about Acqua- 
fredda and the Campi Palentini about the people here and 
about their lives, and he spoke of his own village and of the 
Fucino We went on seeing each other in the evenings after 
that We used to go and sit on the quay at Estaque, and we 
would talk till late at night After a few evenings when we 
had told each other everything and knew each other well, 
we started talking about things that neither he nor I had 
ever thought about before simple things, and we started 
thinking about them together Sometimes I said the better 
things, and sometimes he did It would be impossible to re- 
peat them aloud here now because you would laugh at me, 
Doctor Anyway, during the daytime I worked in the tunnel 
It was an eight-hour day but evervbodv worked two or 
three hours extra to earn more But after eight hours I used 
to stop because I knew that th.it man, whom I enjoyed talk- 
ing to, was waiting for me We talked about man, about the 
earth, and about life And then [ thought to mvscif here is 
a person from whom I get nothing whatever in a piactical 
way, either for work or for mv testimonials or for anv of 
the other papers Nor does he come to me as a priest or as a 
schoolmaster or as a propagandist He is not one of those 
people who know everything and are paid to convince others 
Here is somebody who comes to me like a man One day he 
went awav and I heard no more of him ” 

“I can imagine who it was ” the doctor interrupted 
“Now I must tell vou that two years ago on mv way back 
with the handcart from the Feast of San Bartolomeo I 
foi.nd a dog that had been run over by a motor-c ir on the 
M.igli ino road Its leg was broken and it was howling pit- 
ilully I put It in my cart, tied its foot with a handkerchief, 
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and took it home Two months later a carter came from 
Scurcola and took it back Last summer I found a lame 
sheep on the road, and I took it home and put it in the 
shed, between the cow and the donkev Later its owner 
came and took it back That is the custom And now, last 
night, the man whom I met at Estaque came and knocked at 
my door I didn t recognize him at first " 

“Is Pietro Spina here'> Are you taking me to him by any 
chance'?” Nunzio Sacca asked scared out of his life 

Cardile drew the carriage to the side ot the road and 
stopped The two men jumped down Cardile tied the horse 
to an elm tree and covered it with a red rug The doctor 
looked all around him anxiously It was not raining so hard 
now, and the clouds were drawing awa\ towards Taglia- 
cozzo, but fresh clouds were advancing from the direction 
of Avezzano The countryside was deserted The two men 
went on talking beside the carnage 

“Well, that man knocked at my door ” Mulazzo Cardile 
went on, “and he wouldn t come in although he was fever- 
ish So we went for a short walk along a country lane and 
talked a little about Estaque And then he started telling me 
that he had returned secretly to Italy, and that it was only 
with the greatest of difficulty that he had succeeded in es- 
caping from the police He said he had lost touch with his 
party friends, and that for a time he would not be able to 
get in touch with them again for fear of being arrested He 
told me he had been wandering about the countryside in the 
rain for some days, but now he couldn’t go on because he 
had a high fever He said that after much hesitation he had 
come to me to ask me to hide him until he got better He 
said to me ‘You are a worker, and it is for the party of the 
workers that I have returned to Italy Do not betray me ’ 
Last night I hid him in a shed, and now 1 am wondering 
what we can do for him Can we let him die like this'?” 

“He only had to stay where he was, abroad,” the doctor 
said in a drv voice 

“But now he is here I found him on the doorstep, as you 
might hnd a dog or a sheep a dying animal Can we lot him 
die like tins'?” 

“He has nothing to lose He is alone I have a family Our 
political ideas arc not the same ” the doctor said 

“This IS not a matter of political ideas,” Cardile said “He 
is a dying man They made me leain the catechism by heart 
when I was a boy The catechism says The works of mercy 
are these to give dunk to the thirsty, to clothe the naked, 
to give shelter to pilgrims, and to succor the sick The cat- 
echism does not say to succor the sick who are of the same 
way ot thinking as you All the catechism says is to succor 
the sick But in those days the Church was for the people 
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and not for the government But perhaps they have changed 
the catechism now too ” 

“Did he send you to me'^ Did he tell you he knew me'^” 
the doctor asked 

‘ He said he was at school with you, Doctor, but he told 
me not to fetch you under any circumstances,” Cardile an- 
swered 

The two men went on talking in the roadway beside the 
carriage Then they stopped A peasant passed with a donkey 
laden with wood A little later an old w’oman went by with 
a goat Cardile did not know whether to speak the whole 
truth Then he made up his mind 

“The truth is this ’ he said ‘ He did not want me to fetch 
you Last night he said to me ‘I returned to my country tor 
the party of the workers and I asked you to help me be- 
cause you are an honest workci But Dr Sacca is an intel- 
lectual, with a caicer to make Moicover’ he added ‘he is 
an intellectual who frequents the episcopate, and tor the 
sake of ingiatiating himstlf with the authorities he might be 
capable of handing me over to the mditia ’ But 1 refused to 
believe that He also said that there was only one man who 
would not be afraid to help him, a priest who had been his 
master at school, but he said the priest was too old now and 
he did not want to involve him in any risk That was how 
we parted last night This moining, when 1 saw him in day- 
light he looked much worse So I came to you Doctor, 
without asking his opinion any further It would be our 
duty to help him it he were only a sheep ” 

Nunzio Sacca was leaning against one of the shafts He 
looked anxiously all round him He seemed very scared 
Then he plucked up courage and said 

“He must leave at once I shall try to persuade him to 
leave at once If he needs medicine 1 shall write out a pie- 
scription in the name ot some member of your family May 
the Lord direct us out ot this ” 

"He is down there,” Caidile answered, “in the shed be- 
hind the nut tree You can go down there alone. Doctor I’ll 
stay here and keep guard ” 

Dr Sacca entered the shed behind the nut tree and found 
a neatly dressed and unassuming little old man sitting on 
the floor This annoyed him, tor Cardile had not warned him 
that anybody else would be there 
“Where is the patienf^” he asked 
“Who sent for you''” the old man answered 
“Mulazzo Cardile told me there was some one here who 
was ill,” the doctor said 

I told him to do nothing of the sort,” the old man an- 
sweied, rising to his feet and looking Nunzio Sacca in the 

eyes 
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To his amazement Dr Sacca recognized his former school- 
fellow, Pietro Spina 

His big deep-set, flashing eyes, his thin lips, his thin, 
bloodless, transparent pink ears, his thick, untidy hair were 
all that were left of his former features The skin of his 
face was like lined parchment 

“You’re the same age as I, thirty-three, and you look like 
sixty,” the doctor barely dared to murmur “How did you 
manage to reduce yourself to this state'^” 

Spina laughed loudly and happily, like a child who has 
played a successful practical joke He then explained that 
before returning to Italy he had treated his face with a spe- 
cial iodine mixture m order to give himself the lines, wnn- 
kles, and a complexion of premature old age, and thus make 
himself unrecognizable to the police 

“It’s my own invention ” Spina said, “and it is capable of 
the most widespread application When the average young 
Italian stops wanting to become the lover of every Ameri- 
can or Swiss tourist and starts applying himself to more se- 
rious aims, perhaps it will be necessary to open an artificial 
disfigurement institute for the handsomest and daintiest 
dandies, to take the place of the present beauty parlors ” 

Dr Sacca looked in astonishment at the disfigured and 
aged face of his contemporary Pietro Spina had never been 
considered good-looking but his impetuous nature and his 
sincerity had always made him attractive to women He had 
never been an idle petticoat chaser, but he had the reputa- 
tion of having a passionate temperament and of being a vi- 
olent and tenacious lover Dr Sacca found it hard to under- 
stand how political sectarianism could have driven him to 
disfigure himself, so that he looked like an old man while 
still in the prime of life 

“The police succeeded in recognizing you in spite of 
your precautions,” he remarked 

“Not at all,” Spina replied “I was denounced to the 
Rome police, obviouslv by some spy, almost before I had 
time to get in touch with the organization The only reason 
I escaped was that the Rome police distributed a copy of 
an old photograph of me In any case I had no intention 
whatever of staying in Rome I returned to Italy to work 
among the peasants ” 

This stratagem of Spina’s, so like a device out of a novel 
of the romantic 1 848 period recalled Dr Sacca to a sense 
of the childish and dangerous situation into which he had 
allowed himself to be drawn The noise of a lorry passing 
on the national road made him start 

“Don’t be frightened,” Spina said, with a smile “Sit 
down ’ 

The noise of a lorry faded away 

“I have no need to sit down,” said the doctor, “because I 
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have no intention of remaining I came only to advise you to 
leave here and go abroad again as quickly as you can, m our 
interests and your own ” 

“Thank you for your advice, but I am not going abroad 
again ” 

“Why did you come back to Italy? If you love liberty, 
why didn’t you stay in one of the countries where there is 
Lberty?” 

“I came back here to be able to breathe ” said Spina 
Sacca tried to find language that Spina would understand 
“The greatest revolutionaries,” he said, “your masters, 
who worked for their ideals for decades and destroyed ty- 
rants, spent their whole lives in e\ile Why can’t you'^ ' 

Spina was familiar with this objection 
“You are perfectiv right,” he said “I do not know how to 
spare mvself in the expectation of playing a great political 
role I am a very bad revolutionary But 1 shall not go back 
into exile ” 

“And if they catch you?” 

“There’s certainly a danger of prison, but that’s not 
enough to keep me away from mv country I’m an interna- 
tionalist, but out of my country I feel like a fish out of water 
I have had enough of exile I don’t know how to wait ” 
“Then it is an aflair that does not concern me, and I wash 
my hands of it,” said Nunzio Sacca, going through the mo- 
tions of washing his hands as he spoke 

“I am glad to hear you express yourself in such biblical 
fashion,” said Spina “It’s obvious that your religious educa- 
tion wasn’t wasted ” 

Then he went on 

“I spent the other night in a cave on Monte della Croce 
I was hungry, thirsty, feverish, and drenched to the skin 
In the distance I could see the school where we spent eight 
years together The flower-beds we looked after together 
must still be m the garden Do you remember my gerani- 
ums? The big dormitory, whcic wc slept with our beds so 
close together that we could talk nearly all night without the 
prefect noticing it, must still be on the second floor Do 
you remember the fantastic plans we used to make? Don 
Benedetto expounded the svmbohsm of ancient poets, Don 
Sillogismo expounded the laws of logic, and Don Zaccheo 
held forth on the texts of the Holy Fathers and the deeds 
and sayings of heroes and kings During meals in the big re- 
fectory each of us in turn used to have to lead aloud the life 
of a martyr or a saint When wc emerged from that fan- 
tastic world we found a society, a Church, a state that were 
very different from the world wc had grown up in and each 
one of us had to make his choice Either we had to submit 
to It 01 be crushed by it, either serve it or rebel against it 
Once upon a time there were middle ways But aftei the 
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var for our generation, those ways were shut How many 
years have passed since then‘s Fifteen Nobody, seeing us 
here nov», would imagine that up to the age of twenty our 
lives ran parallel and that we dreamed the same dreams for 
the future ” 

Nunzio Sacca was embarrassed 

“It is true,” he said “that we belong to different parties 
now ” 

“Different humanities,” Spina corrected him "Between 
free men and slaves, in the long run, there is moie than a 
difference of party, there is a difference of humanity I 
would say a difference of race had that word not been 
compromised by the Germans I talk like this because there 
are no other terms for what I have to say In a situation m 
which I am completely in your hands, to pretend esteem 
towards you and those who have conducted themselves like 
you would cost me an effort of which I am not capable Be- 
sides, the day of reckoning is not yet You may go ” 

Pietro Spina walked back into the empty shed and sat 
down on a donkey’s saddle The doctor hesitated, then went 
towards him and said 

“At least let me examine you 1 can get you some medi- 
cine through Cardile ” 

Spina reluctantly bared his chest The lined and faded 
parchment of his agcd-looking head and face contrasted 
strangely with his body, which was clean, white, and grace- 
ful, like an adolescent's The doctor bent over his sick friend 
and started tapping each rib of his narrow, hollow chest, to 
which he repeatedly applied his ear, observing the desper- 
ate hammering of his heart, trying to fathom Irom every 
side the anxious panting of his lungs The examination ex- 
hausted Spina’s strength and he slowly slid from the saddle 
and lay full-length on the straw-covered floor, with half- 
shut eyes Nunzio Sacca was filled with a sense of warmth 
and good-fellowship 

“Listen, Pietro, my friend,” he said “Don’t let us quar- 
rel You must not die ” 

Sacca held one of his hands and talked of the illusions, 
the disappointments the wretchedness, the lies, the in- 
trigues, the nausea of his daily life 

“All our life is lived provisionally ” he said “We think 
that for the time being things are bad, that for the time 
being we must adapt ourselves, even humiliate ourselves, 
but that IS all just temporary, and that one day life, real 
life, will begin Wc get ready to die still complaining that 
yve have never really lived Sometimes I am obsessed with 
the idea that we have only one life, and spend the whole 
of it living provisionally waiting for real life to begin And 
thus the time passes Nobody lives m the present Nobody 
has any profit from his dailv life Nobody can say On that 
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day, on that occasion, my life began Even those who enjoy 
all the advantages of belonging to the government il pnrtv 
have to live by intrigue and are thoroughly nauseated by 
the dominant stupidity They too live provisionallv and 
spend their lives waiting ” 

“One must not wait” said Spina “In exile one spends 
ones life waiting too One must act One must say Enougn' 
from this very day 

“But if there is no liberty'^” said Nunzio .Sacca 

“Liberty isn’t a thing you are given as a present ” said 
Spina “You can be a tree man under a dictatorship It is 
sufficient if you struggle against it He who thinks with his 
own head is a free man He who struggles for what he be- 
lieves to be right is a free man Even it \ou live in the Ircest 
country in the world and are lazv callous apathetic irres- 
olute, you are not free but a slave, though there be no co- 
ercion and no opposition Liberty is something \ou have to 
take for yourself It’s no use begging it fiom others” 

Nunzio Sacca W'as thoughtful and troubled 

"You are our revenge,” ho said “You are the bettci part 
of us Try to be strong Try to live Take real care ot your 
health ” 

“Nunzio,” said Pietro speaking with difficulty, “if my re- 
turn to Italy achieves nothing but to have revived that 
voice of vours and to have regained a lost friend it will 
have been worth the cost That was how vou used to speak 
during those nights at school, when the rest of the dormi- 
tory was asleep ” 

Cardile appeared in the doorw'ay, dripping from the ram 

“It’s still raining, and there’s not a soul to be seen,” he 
said 

The doctor and Cardile went to one side and discussed the 
immediate measures to be taken on Spin.i s bchall Cardile 
took the sick man in his arms and carried him up a ladder 
to the hayloft overhead 

“For the time hcing you’ll stay hidden here ” the doctor 
said to Spina ‘You must lie down all day long Cardile will 
bring you what is necessary Meanwhile we’ll try to find 
you a more comfortable biding-placc " 

“I shall not go hack to exile ” said Spina 

“You wouldn’t be able to even if you wanted tn I’m 
afraid” said the doctor “You re not m a state to make a 
long journey, or to cross the Alps surreptitiously We shall 
have to find you a hiding-place for a few months some- 
where safe and quiet and not far away After that you can 
do what you like ” 

Pietro Spma was left alone, buried m the straw After the 
last few days of flight and danger he could now rest com- 
foi ted by the warmth of his fever These were his first mo- 
ments of peace since returning to his country, his first mo- 
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^ments of nervous relaxation That Cardile had given him 
shelter, as he had expected he would, gave him great pleas- 
ure You had to trust people That Nunzio Sacca had 
helped him, contrary to his expectations gave him still 
greater pleasure You had to have faith m friendship 

The thought of these things made him feel like lumping 
with joy on the straw, particularly as there was nobody 
there to see Then he remembered that he must stay quiet, be- 
cause he was engaged m a diflRcuit struggle with death So 
he sank back into the straw like the Child in the Manger 
For the analogv with the Child m the Manger to be com- 
plete, he should really have a cow and an ass on either side 
of him Indeed a cow and an ass did share his roof, but 
they were down below in the shed and only at night-time 
because during the day they had to be out working for their 
straw By the time the animals came back at night the out- 
law upstairs was fast asleep The soft straw made him go to 
sleep and dream of expanses of summer fields rich with 
fruitful crops, and poppies, and the noise of crickets Dis- 
gust and exasperation at the police for having wormed their 
way into his organization thus forcing him to break off 
his connection with the comrades to whom he had presented 
himself on returning from abroad, yielded now to a sense 
of fellowship and unity with the people of his own country- 
side and this feeling was reinforced by the behavior of Car- 
dile and Nunzio Sacca The new mood gave him strength as 
he lay there on the straw, it was like a resumption of phys- 
ical contact with his own earth like returning to the breast 
of mother nature He was burning with fever yet felt well 
After the uncomfortable years of exile he felt he was start- 
ing to breathe again 

Behind the hayloft there was a crystal-clear, chattering 
brook winding its wav between clean polished stones and 
tufts of water plants The chatter of the brook was the most 
important sound that came to his ears as he lay in the straw 
It was his lullaby during the long nights with its old song 
that yet was always new Thus were myths and fables born 
Trout, whisper a pretty tale to this man of your own coun- 
tryside, this man whom the townsmen are hunting' 

Spina slept a great deal He only woke up when he knew 
Cardile was coming with food and medicine He ate, took 
his medicine, then sank back into the straw and went to 
sleep again 

Cardile came three times a day He came on his donkey, 
dismounted, unloaded it tied it by the halter to a ring fixed 
in the wall entered the shed and climbed to Spina's hayloft 
Spina recognized every one of his movements Cardile 
never remained a moment longer than necessary They 
would exchange a few words and Cardile would go away at 
once 
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“Have you any news from Dr Sacca’” Spina would ask 
every time 

“No,” Cardile would answer 

Spina waited He was not m a hurry The loft had a big 
window, through which the hay W'as brought after the thiesh- 
ing Through it Spina remaining in the shadow could see a 
wide expanse of fields, wheat-fields of tender green fields of 
beans with black eyelets showing among the silver leaves, 
and low vines In the distance he could also see a stretch of 
the national road One night a line of carts passed, a long 
procession with little twinkling lights dangling between the 
wheels, going to some fair Spina dropped off to sleep and 
went to the fair too 

Between one sleep and the next Spina was an interested 
observer of the life about him The feelings he experienced 
were curious and difficult to describe What struck him 
most was the astonishing naturalness of everything his eves 
beheld Everything was in its place, not in the hctitious 
world of his diseased exile’s imagination, with its unreal 
countryside and its unreal peasants but in its place Spina 
thought of the articles and pamphlets he had w'nttcn in 
exile In every one of them he had striven after realism to 
the uttermost, they all seemed to him now to have been 
woven out of moonshine He was oieiwhelmed and aston- 
ished at the naturalness of what he saw The fields, the peas- 
ants, the donkeys, were real and natural There thev were 
before his eyes, in three dimensions, outside him, independ- 
ent of him, no longer merely the products of his heated 
imagination He looked at his own sick body as a naiural 
object among other natural objects, as a thing among other 
things no longer the central, fundamental object in i elation 
to all the rest, but a natural object among other natural ob- 
jects, a concrete limited thing a product ot the earth On 
one side of Spina’s body stretched on the straw, was a row 
of rolls, on the other a bottle of red wine That w is what 
Cardile had brought him for a meal The straw was vellow, 
the bread was brown the wine was red 

Spina had with him some crumpled notebooks he had 
filled with jottings on the agrarian question These might 
have been dangerous to him in the event of a cliance ex- 
amination by the police, but he had been unwilling lo part 
with them He had believed his notes might be useliil as the 
basis for a larger work, especially if he should have to re- 
main for some weeks apart from the active struggle and the 
work of the organization Now he glanced casually thiough 
them, read a few sentences here and there but could not 
go on They might have been written in Chinese At heart, 
thcoit had always bored him He had come to Italy not to 
think hut to act 

One day Dr Sacca read Cardile a long lecture about vita- 
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mins, the point of which was that Spina needed a more 
substantial diet From that day on Cardile brought Spina a 
double row ot rolls and a double quantity of wine Spina 
had never been a drinker, but to cleanse his palate of all 
memory of the monies and the choiix braises of Charle- 
roi and Seraing he now drank gladly Every now and then 
Cardile managed to steal some cheese or salami without his 
mother noticing it, and those occasions were real feasts for 
Spina 

The wine kept Spina in a state of perpetual exhilaration 
One day, when he was feeling particularly happy, Cardile 
arrived with a letter from Dr Sacca mvstcnouslv and 
guardedly describing a plan which would enable him to 
spend two or three months in safety in a village in the 
mountains Two or three months would give him time 
enough to recover Spina did not immediately grasp all the 
details of the scheme by which these months of safety were 
to be assured, but he understood enough to realize that the 
idea behind it was fantastic It appealed to his sense of 
humor He therefore agreed to it Dr Sacca arrived next 
evening, after he had gone to sleep Spina descended the 
ladder and lit the oil-lamp He found that his friend had 
brought a big bundle of priestly robes and other ecclesiasti- 
cal objects At this sight Spina was unable to conceal a cer- 
tain feeling of embarrassment 

“I have been outside the Church for many years ” he said 
“But I must confess I don’t like the idea of disguising my- 
self as a priest I m afraid such an act of irreverence is in- 
consistent with my character ’’ 

Dr Nunzio Sacca seemed actually pleased at these scru- 
ples 

“If I didn’t know vou, and if I believed you capable of 
putting these giimcnts to irreverent use, I should not have 
suggested them ’ he said 

The investiture took place m the shed, to the feeble light 
of the oil-lamp, with the cow and the donkey is spectators 
The cow apparently did not undci stand for it lay down, 
shut its eyes and went to sleep or at any rate pretended to 
But the donkey remained standing and staring Its gaze 
seemed to worry the doctor He took the beast and turned 
it round the other way It allowed itself to be treated in this 
fashion but promptly turned its head and stubbornly went 
on gazing at the man who had descended from the loft and 
was now putting on a long black soutane with a row of little 
buttons in front 

“The limb hides beneath the wolf-skin in order not to be 
torn to pieces ’ Nunzio remarked 

The eyes ol Spina’s burnt face assumed a childlike grav- 
ity. 
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Dr Nunzio Sacca improvised a speech, m a semi-serious 
voice 

“These vestments,” he said, “are descended from the 
primitive mystery religions, from the priests of Isis and Ser- 
apis, as, of course, you know They were inherited by the 
filst monastic communities in the Catholic Church, who 
tried to preserve the Christian mysteries from worldly con- 
tamination and to assure the essential charismatic to a mi- 
nority living apart from the world and opposed to the world 
Thus do usages outlive the age in which they were born, 
and pass from one religion to another And now, here are 
you, a man dedicated to the new revolutionary mysteries, 
to the mysteries of revolutionary materialism, donning the 
dark vestments that have been the symbols of sacrifice and 
supernatural inspiration for thousands of years ” 

A smile came into , Spina’s eyes 

“I do not understand,” Nunzio went on in the same tone, 
“why Karl Marx did not introduce a similar costume, or at 
least the tonsure, for members of the Workers’ Internation- 
al, to distinguish the functionary, depositary, and interpret- 
er of the sacred texts, from the ordinary mortal ” 
Time was pressing 
“What will you call yourself?" 

Spina considered for a moment and then said 
“Spada ” 

“All right,” said Nunzio “Don Paolo Spada ” 

“Why Don Paolo’’” 

“Pietro Spada would be too much like Pietro Spina Well, 
Reverend Don Paolo, let us go Have you forgotten anything? 
Have you got everything in your bag? Your calotte, your 
breviary, your rosary, your scapular^” 

“Let us go,” answered Don Paolo "Procedamus in pace " 
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Chapter III 


Don PAOLO spada, curled up in annibale soffritto’s 
small open cab, which was drawn by a bay horse, left the 
broad corridor of the Campi Palentini behind him and en- 
tered the hollow of the Fucino It was the hour when the 
Constellation of the Serpent rises with its forked tongue 
from behind Mount Parasano The chp-clop of the horse’s 
hooves woke the dogs m every barn the cab passed and 
made them howl Curious faces appeared at windows m 
which there was still a light 

Thus did Don Paolo Spada return, after ten years, to the 
region in which he was bom and grew to manhood The 
great pyramid of Monte Velino, its two summits still white 
with snow, rose on his left m a livid light The hills and 
alluvial deposits at the foot of the mountains dwindled and 
faded away into the darkness of the plain The cab passed 
through Avezzano, with its mansions and villas next to ag- 
glomerations of squalid hovels Twenty years after the 
earthquake of 1915 many of the houses were still broken 
skeletons, and often grass was to be seen growing among 
the rums 

Don Paolo was curled up in the shaky cab, and he was 
filled with astonishment at being able to return to his na- 
tive region without anyone taking notice of him, at being 
able to enter and leave a place without anyone giving the 
alarm 

Annibale was sitting on the box, smoking in silence All 
he had to do to keep the animal at a trot was to take the 
reins every now and then Now, however, he turned to Don 
Paolo and said 

“The Acquafredda blacksmith. Master Letterio, used to 
shoe a horse for one lira So I used to pay him one lira 
Then he said he would rather have two eggs Eggs are 
women’s business with us, however, my wife agreed, and 
every time he shod my horse I gave him two eggs Yester- 
day I went to him with my horse and two eggs, as usual 
Master Letterio said he wanted three eggs, because iron had 
gone up on account of the new war He shod my hoisc and 
1 went back to my wile and said I owed one egg, and so on 
and so loith, because of the war My wile started scolding 
and grumbling and wouldn’t hear of it Since then I’ve 
passed the blacksmith’s twice and each time he’s called out 
‘Well, isn t that egg laid yet?’ ‘Wait till tomorrow,’ I told him 
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Tomorrow the weather will change Do you see that cloud 
over Pescina, sir'^” 

Annibale turned to see what the priest had to saj about 
it, but found he had gone to sleep The cab had reached 
a cross-road To get to Fossa dei Marsi, where Don Paolo 
was going to spend the night, by the route arranged Anni- 
bale should have gone straight on and taken the empty 
roads of the Fucino This was not the usual way, but Don 
Paolo had agreed to pav e\tra for the sake of avoiding the 
road running round the edge of the Fucino The latter was 
shorter, but it went through a number of villages 

“I have heard a great deal about the plain of the Fucino 
and the modern manner in which it is cultivated, and about 
its canals so I prefer to take the longer route,” he had said 
to Annibale 

But now he was asleep, and if he wished to see canals he 
would have to dream about them, because Annibale took 
the shorter way The road continued with short ascents and 
descents During one of the ascents Don Paolo awoke 
High over the Fucino the Constellation of the Serpent had 
been joined by that of Serpentanus Don Paolo saw he was 
on the wrong road 

“Is this the road we agreed on'^” 

“The weather will change tomorrow,” said Annibale 
“Is this one of the roads of the Fucino^” 

“If you are cold, you only have to say so, sir ” 

“Can any canals be seen from here'^” Don Paolo persisted 
“There’s one,” said Annibale, calmly pointing to a stream 
that came tumbling down the hillside and passed under a 
bridge beneath the road Then he went on 

“Well, the Acquafredda blacksmith now wants three eggs 
tc/shoe a horse, because iron has gone up on account of the 
new war ” 

Don Paolo did not fall asleep again, but neither did he 
listen to what Annibale said His mind withdrew into a 
sudden and profound silence, fiom which memories of his 
childhood and adolescence emerged one by one The road 
had been freshly graveled The carriage plunged on in space 
and time Don Paolo began to recognize every bridge, every 
vineyard, every stream, every tree, everything in that land- 
scape that was old, and also that little which was new At 
the Orta crossroad he recognized Acquasanta’s tavern in the 
darkness The landlady was taking in the chairs, and a girl 
was helping her Could Acquasanta’s daughter be as big as 
that’ Acquasanta must be getting on herself In another ten 
years the girl will be the landlady and she’ll have a daugh- 
ter of her own to help her take the chairs in Thus the 
wheel turns The wheels of the cab sank in the gravel of 
the roadway and turned only with difficulty Suddenly, at a 
bend in the road, there appeared the first houses of Orta, 
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only a few steps away, and there was the electric light out- 
side the wheelwright’s dark shop at the entrance to the yil- 
lage 

Don Paolo closed his eyes He did not want to see Nero, 
the w'heeKv rights mastiff was the first to notice the cab’s 
approach Ncio barked two or three times as usual Then 
he started listening behind the shop door He growled a few 
times, in an uncertain and interrogative manner The cab 
passed so close that it almost glazed the shop door Nero 
let forth a long and pieicing howl Favetta the bitch on 
guard in the garden behind the church answered in alarm 
She wanted to know what was the matter “What is if^ 
What IS iD” she b irked Nero answered indignantly “What 
do you mean, what is it^ Can t you hear it^ ’ Favetta be- 
hind the chuich could not tell what it was so she barked 
again ‘What is if’ What is if” This made Ncio angry, 
“Cant you hear if’’ he howled three, tour, five times The 
carnage passed over the cobblestones of the little village 
square Thereupon Favetta staitcd barking like a maniac 
She woke her puppies who weie asleep in their kennel She 
started jumping against the garden gate together with her 
brood and barked and harked and barked ‘ What is if 
What IS It'’ What is it'’ ’ the slcepv puppies yapped and 
whined at their mother This made her angrv ‘What do you 
mean what is it’ Cant you hear it’’ she hiirked back Other 
dogs added their voices to the choiiis one by one Leo a 
sheep-dog woke all the dogs in the neighborhood of the 
mill, the brief sard and the stables Calvino a wolt-dog, 
roused all those at the little villas up on the hill, the sport- 
ing dogs and the ladies’ pets 

Don Paolo still had his eyes shut Thirty or forty dogs 
were snarling growling baikmg and howling in all parts 
of the village They were still barking when the cab lett the 
last houses ol Orta behind and then one by one they 
stopped Calvino was the most pcisislciit When at last he 
stopped too Don Paolo opened hts eves The cab came to 
a fountain with a big drmking-trough for cattle returning 
from the fields On the fountain was a bronze plaque with 
the woids 'Built by the Spina family” 

“1 m thirstv,’ Don Paolo said to the driver “Stop*” 

He got out ot the cab and drank from the hollow' of hts 
hands He passed his wet hands across his burning brow 
There was no moie gravel on the road now and the horse 
could trot again Don Paolo sat with his back to the horse, 
and looked at the last lights m the window's of his native 
village rheic were still lights in about a dozen scattered 
w'lndows, and thev staitcd going out one after the other at 
irregular intervals One went out on the hill then one in 
the vallev, then one by the river then one by the ceme- 
tery, then one on the hill, then one by the cemetery, then 
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one by the river, and then another by the cemetery In the 
end only three lights were left and, since the hour was 
late, these were doubtless m sickroom windows Then the 
night breeze shifted and the trees rustled towards the east 
The moon rose Don Paolo’s head drooped and he went to 
sleep again 

Annibale woke him up at Fossa dei Marsi, outside the 
Girasole Hotel 

Before taking his leave, Annibale asked the priest a favor 
“Couldn’t you write me a recommendation, sir'^’’ 

“To whom and for what’” 

Annibale thought a moment and said 
“I can’t sav just at the moment, but there are plenty of 
occasions when it will come in handy You could write me 
a general recommendation, sir ” 

“But I don’t know you ” said the priest 
“Good-bye'” said Annibale, and set off back to Acqua- 
fredda 

Don Paolo climbed wearily up to his bedroom and went 
to sleep Next morning he awoke early, but felt so tired that 
he stayed in bed Dr Saeca had given him some typewritten 
instructions entitled, “How a Priest Should Conduct Him- 
self Outside His Diocese ” Don Paolo Spada belonged to 
the diocese of Frascati, and had come to the dei Marsi diocese 
to recuperate in the mountain village of Pietrasccca The 
typed instructions covered ways of dealing with difficult sit- 
uations that might arise Don Paolo read and re-read them 
The carter who was going to take him to Pietrasecca was 
not coming to fetch him till the afternoon, so Don Paolo 
spent the whole morning in his bedroom He noted with sat- 
isfaction that the bedroom contained a washstand with run- 
mng water After living in a hayloft it is pleasant to have a 
washstand at one s disposal Besides, the washstand indi- 
cated that progress was taking place in his country Over 
the washstand there was a notice in beautiful handwriting 
"Gentlemen are requested not to urinate in the wash 
basin because of the smell," it stated 
Nevertheless the washstand stank 

Don Paolo observed himself in the mirror Before leav- 
mg Acquafredda he had had his hair cut short He looked 
very funny with his black cassock and his shorn head and 
he almost started weeping The cassock had twenty-eight 
buttons in front The idea of having to fasten or undo 
twenty-eight buttons every time he put it on or took it off 
plunged him in despair Then he discovcied that if he un- 
buttoned it only from the head to the waist he could either 
pull It over his head or let it fall and step out ot it The 
idea of these feminine expedients made him laugh Then 
he was plunged in despair once more at the thought of hav- 
ing to hit his skirts whenever he wanted something from 
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^his trousers pockets How absurd to lift one's skirt in public' 
However he eventually discovered a slit near the pockets 
This discovery filled him with joy He ended by deciding 
that It wasn’t so very difficult to pretend to be a priest, after 
all At lunch he made the acquaintance of Berenice Gira- 
sole, the widowed proprietress of the hotel 

The dining-room walls were entirely papered with colored 
illustrations from a well-known illustrated weekly Among 
other exciting incidents a signalman’s daughter was to be 
seen in the act of saving a train from certain disaster, an 
airplane was being assaulted by an eagle, and terrified pe- 
destrians were being chased by wild beasts that had escaped 
from a menagerie in the middle ot a town Signora Berenice 
sat down at the priest’s table to recount her personal mis- 
fortunes She wore no corsets and was perspiring freely, 
and her vast breasts were drooping, like poor things that 
had grown tired of standing up When Berenice started talk- 
ing of the Church Don Paolo interrupted 

“I am sorry,” he said “but I do not belong to this diocese 
I come from Frascati, and am here for a rest ” 

Berenice stopped, offended 

The sun was shining, and Don Paolo went and sat on a 
seat outside the hotel Five or six flashy young men were 
sitting around a small table, dozing, with extinguished ciga- 
rette stumps in then mouths, with their trousers half un- 
buttoned looking as if they were dead Other idle youths 
were sitting at another table farther away, playing cards 
and spitting in every direction Nearly all of them had gov- 
ernment party emblems in their buttonholes Among the 
card-players was an older man who looked like a retired 
actor, with mustaches sticking up and a little pointed beard 
sticking down, playing cards and noisily drinking his coffee 
At the sight of the strange priest he gave the sign against 
the evil eye 

“Iron' Iron'” he called out 

The sleepers awakened and everyone hastened to find 
some iron object to touch Those who were last put their 
hands into their left trousers pockets Don Paolo was well 
acquainted with this rite He neaily responded with an out- 
burst of profanity, but restrained himsclt and held his 
peace After all, the behavior of these idle people confirmed 
his status as a priest 

The hotel overlooked a small cobbled square, at the other 
end of It were the befiagged government party offices and 
the townhall which was adorned with a medallion of King 
Humbert w'lth his big mustaches On one side was a small 
draper’s shop, displaying materials and handkerchiefs 
printed m vivid colors The draper, who had immense han- 
dlebar mustaches, was sitting outside his shop He was sur- 
rounded by flies, and from time to time he cleared his 
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throat and spat, in a wide arc that sometimes reached the 
very middle of the little square Posters m honor of a noted 
cycling champion were suspended from the telegraph wires 
The presence of the strange priest attracted a swarm of 
fly-infested beggars A cripple advanced on crutches and 
begged tor alms in the name of them all Don Paolo re- 
tired into the hotel Berenice approached him, plucked up 
courage and started again 

“You look so kind, and there’s a dying girl ’’ 

“I am sorry,” said Don Paolo, 'but I do not belong to 
this diocese ” 

Berenice could restrain herself no longer and burst into 
tears 

“Let me at least speak,” she said “The girl won't have 
the priest from here because he’s a relative So I told her 
there was a strange priest here and she agreed ” 

“I am sorry, ’ said Don Paolo, “but I do not belong to 
this diocese ” 

Berenice wept and wailed and rocked from side to side 
“How can a girl be left to die like this without a piicst 
and without a doctor'’ If a horse is ill the vet comes and 
the neighbors are there to help ” 

“Why without a doctor'’” said Don Paolo, his curiosity 
aroused 

Berenice feared she had said too much She looked about 
her in alarm 

“Can I speak under the seal of silence'’” she said 
Don Paolo indicated that she could 
Berenice started whispering, between her sobs 
“The girl isn't married and was going to have a baby, so 
she tried to get rid of it, so as not to be dishonored and 
shame her family The law does not allow it, and it a doc- 
tor or midwife or anybody else helps her it means piison 
Many cases like that have ended up in prison You only 
need read the papers There are some who end up still 
worse The daughter of the Fossa not.uy drank nitric acid 
when she was tour months gone A girl who v/as maid to the 
mayor went to Tivoli and thiew herself over the waterfall 
But this poor girl tried to get nd of it herself She had to 
choose between death and dishonor She risked her life, 
and she’s dying It’s impossible to send tor the doctor be- 
cause he would report it and the whole thing would be 
known She won t let me send tor the priest because he s a 
relation She has sinned, certainly, but there is pardon for 
us all Christ died on the Cross for us all ” 

It was impossible tor Don Paolo to rctuse Berenice beck- 
oned him to follow her, as though there were something 
else she wanted to tell him In alarm he followed her to 
the fiist floor Berenice went into a small room, with Don 
Paolo behind her The room was in semi-darkness and 
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smelled of disinfectant In a corner was a small iron bed- 
stead, under a big crucifix 

“Bianchina ” Berenice whispered 

Something moved on the bed A small, white, sharp- 
featured, childish face, disfigured by pain appeared among 
the thick black tresses stiewn over the pillow Don Paolo 
became aw'aie that Berenice had gone He remained stand- 
ing by the door A moment passed He thought ot slipping 
away on tiptoe hut he was held by the dying girl’s large, 
staring eyes Suppose he went away and she started scream- 
ing‘s How could he make the dving girl undeistand that he 
was not a priest like the others^ The idea of lending him- 
self to an imposture was repugnant to him Don Paolo did 
not move and did not know what to do This was an even- 
tuality not provided for in Dr Sicca s instructions The dying 
gill went on looking at him with her great big eyes Then 
Don Paolo said 
“Good morning'” 

He walked slowly, on tiptoe, towards the girl, bent over 
her, and kissed her hand Her eves filled with tears The 
hght blanket that covered her revealed the outline of her 
graceful, wasted form, the shape of her breasts, like two 
lemons, and her thin legs all skin and bone 

“My dear girl,” the priest said “My dear girl I know ev- 
erything I beg you to tell me nothing I beg you not to hu- 
miliate yourselt and not to renew voiir sufferings You have 
no need to confess You are confessed already ” 

“Will you give me absolution'^” the girl asked 
“You are forgiven,” said the priest “My dear girl, how 
could I not forgive you'^ You have already done penance, 
and It has been too hard ” 

Don Paolo held the girl’s hand m his own His hands were 
burning 

“You have fever too Are you ilH” the girl asked 

Don Paolo nodded 

“I am doing penance too,” he said 

The voice of Magascia, the carter, was heard from the 
street 

“Where’s the priest who’s going to Pietrasecca’’” he said 
“And now I must go” the piicst said to the dying girl 
“Have no fear, you arc forgiven What will not be forgiven 
IS this evil society that forced you to choose between death 
and dishonor ” 

Old Magascia, the carter, was sitting at the threshold of 
the hotel He had finished his soup and now he was dipping 
his bread in his wine He was a big, bearded man, broad- 
chested and massively built The left sleeve ot his coat hung 
empty from his shoulder He made the priest take his place 
beside him, and the two-wheeled cart went off slowly, drawn 
by a shc-ass 
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“How long ago did you lose your arm’” the priest asked 
“Two years last Candlemas” said Magascia ‘But its no 
use complaining God sends flies to plague old asses ” 
Magascia tied the reins to the brake and lit his pipe 
“There’s no need tor me even to hold the reins ’ he said 
“The she-ass has taken this load cveiv v\eek toi the last 
ten vears, and never makes a mistake She knows where she 
can stop to drink and where she can stop to relieve nature, 
and she knows how long it takes up every hill and down 
every slope ” 

Magascia had bought a new hat at Fossa and was wear- 
ing It on top ot his old one First he put his two hats on the 
back of his head then on one side like a policeman, and 
then on the other side but could not get comioitablc and 
kept on fidgeting 

‘Her name is Bersaghera,” he said indicating the poor, 
scraggy beast that was pulling the cait Beisaglieia means 
that she ought to go quickly but she’s old now and goes at 
a walking-pace ” 

“We all grow old,” said the priest 

“A donkey’s a lucky beast all the same,” said Magascia 
“A donkey works till it’s twentv-four a mule till it’s 
twenty-two, and a horse till its fifteen But a man w'oiks 
till he’s seventy or more God took pity on animals, but not 
on man But He’s got the right to do what He likes ” 

The cart passed a shed Bersaghera started biaving at the 
top of her voice, and slowed down till she almost came to a 
standstill More braying answered her from inside the shed 
“That’s an old sweetheart ot hcis ’ Magascia explained 
“She had some adventures with him when she was young 
They greet each other every time they pass Of course they 
are both old now, but the heart doesn t grow old ’ 

Outside the town the road started ascending Mountains, 
valleys, hills fields, and loads once more came into sight 
Every moment the priest had a more commanding view' of 
the green bowl ot the Fucino which from above, looked 
like a great volcanic crater The villages that dotted the 
crater’s rim still bore signs of the earthquake The\ looked 
like a lot of wretclied beehives that hud been shivcied and 
smashed and only partially repaired The earth still smelled 
of fire and water 

Magascia s cart proceeded at a walking-pace A cart with 
a load of grass and a man lying asleep on top ot it caught 
up with it and passed it Later it was overtaken bv a cart 
drawn by an ox and a cow The ox was licking the cow s oar 
as It went along Magascia’s cart was next overtaken by a 
familv of poor peasants, father, mother, and child all on 
the same donkey The mother was suckling her child 

“How are the crops'^” Magascia asked the man on the 
donkey 
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“Bad, very bad,” was the answer 

“That means he’ll have a good harvest,” Magascil whis- 
pered in the priest’s ear 

“Then why did he say the opposite?” 

“To save himself from the evil eye, of course,” said Ma- 
gascia 

“And how are your crops’” 

“Terrible, absolutely ternblel” said Magascii, making the 
sign of the Cross 

“But so far the weather has been very favorable,” the 
priest observed 

“It’s all the fault of these motor-cars,” said Magascia 
“The smell they make destroys the crops ” 

Every now and then they came upon heaps of stones at 
the side of the road Behind them stonebreakers were sit- 
ting on the ground, sheltered by screens of fagots, hammer- 
ing away at the biggest stones Magascia’s cart passed 
through the village of Lama dei Marsi Ox-horns were fixed 
on the outsides of the houses and cottages as a protection 
against the evil eye The usual women with their jugs and 
pails were gathered round the fountain, the usual youths 
with their bicycles were hanging about the cafe, the usual 
old men were smoking at the threshold of their houses, and 
the usual policeman was walking up and down the single 
village street in a resplendent umform worthy of a Mexican 
general 

Just beyond the village there was a chapel to the Blessed 
Virgin Magascia made the sign of the Cross 

“That is a chapel of Our Lady of the Roses, and it com- 
memorates an ancient miracle,” he said "One year roses 
bloomed and cherries ripened and sheep lambed in Janu- 
ary Instead of rejoicing the people were terrified Did not 
all those blessings portend some great disaster? Sure enough, 
that summer the cholera came ” 

“Why was the chapel built the priest asked 
“To keep Our Lady quiet,” Magascia replied “And this 
year’s a good year, too,” he went on “Not tor me, of 
course I mean for others, for most people Who knows what 
misfortunes are in store’” 

Beyond the chapel the road wound between two hills, 
crossed a bridge, and entered the valley of Pietrasecca 

A group of women were pulling a thin little old cow, which 
had stopped dead just at the bridge and refused to budge 
“You’ve crossed it dozens of times' Why won’t you now? 
What’s the matter with you’” one of the women was say- 
ing 

The cow refused to budge or to discuss the matter 
“Aren’t you ashamed of vourself’” the woman went on 
“Really, you ought to be ashamed of yourself Is this a way 
to behave without any reason at all?” 
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Magascia’s cart advanced slowly into the valley of Pi- 
etrasecca The valley at first was wide then narrowed and 
the road wound its way between steep slopes ot gra), sun- 
baked rock Between the rocks, in the hollows filled with al- 
luvial deposits, were tiny fields cultivated with maize and 
potatoes, farms measured not in acres but in ells and feet 
Similar tiny fields were visible on the mountainside, they 
looked as if they were stuck on like plasters Wherever there 
was a clod of cultivable earth there were traces of man’s 
handiwork Carts had worn deep ruts, like railway lines, 
along the little mountain road which now skirted the rocKy 
bed of a stream As the cart went slowly on, the rocky 
slopes on either side seemed ever more rent and riven by 
storms and torrid heat, and ever poorer in vegetation A 
herd of goats, nibbling at a few blades of new grass, turned 
their diabolical bearded faces towards the strange priest rid- 
ing in the cart 

The slope became steeper, and Magascia got down to 
hghten the load 

At a turning they came upon a villa in the Renaissance 
style built on the bare rock The doois and windows seemed 
to have been hermetically scaled 

“That’s Don Simone Scaraflfa’s villa ’’ said Magascia “He 
hved m Brazil for thirty years, making his fortune out of 
coffee glowing, and came home to enjoy his wealth in peace 
So he built that villa But he went raving mad the first week 
he lived in it, and had to be taken to the lunatic asylum at 
Aquila, the one called Santa Maria di Collemaggio, and 
he s there still He really might have saved himself the trou- 
ble of making his fortune ” 

Clouds were advancing from the top of the valley, moving 
from the mountain to the plain, from the country to the 
city 

A wooden cross had been erected on a cairn of stones A 
date August 22, 1909 was inscribed on it 

“That s where Don Giulio, the Lama notary, was mur- 
dered and robbed,’’ said Magascia ‘ At the post-mortem they 
found he had been stabbed to the heart seven times but 
they never discovered who did him that evil service Don 
Giulio lent money at thirty-percent interest, but atter his 
death usury disappeared ’’ 

The first houses of Pietrasecca came into view 
“It’s a village of adversity,” said Magiscia “It has been 
destroyed once by earthquake and twice by floods ” 

“How many people still live there the priest asked 
“About forty households Those who could, went down to 
the plain ” said Magascia 

Another cairn ot stones with a wooden cross appeared at 
the side of the road this time with the date. May 15 1923 
“That is where Vincenzino Sapone was killed,” said Ma- 
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ascia “It was because of jealousy Vmcenzmo was carry- 
on with the wife of an American When the American 
came home he cut his wife’s throat m bed with a razor 
Then he came and hid behind that rock, waited for Vmcen- 
zmo to pass on his way to work, went for him with a reaping- 
hook, and cut his head off He fled to the mountains, but a 
few months later he was caught and sentenced to thirty 
years’ imprisonment He had a daughter, and she’s grown 
up now and, speaking with respect, she finished up in a 
brothel in Rome, near the soldiers’ barracks She wasn’t a 
bad girl ’’ 

They came to another cross 

“There ’’ Magascia started saying 

“Another tragedy happened,” the pnest interrupted 

“How did you know, sir'>” 

“You don’t tell me anything but tragedies Are you trying 
to frighten me, hy any chance^ Are there nothing but trag- 
edies in this pait of the world?” 

“The good things are forgotten,” Magasci^ replied, “but 
the misfortunes are remembered and handed down from 
father to son If a good man dies, he goes to Paradise If a 
sinner dies a violent death, he stays here, in the valley 
That’s why he goes on being talked about The spirit of a 
murdered man has no peace During the first few years after 
his death passers-by throw a stone on the site of the crime, 
so that his spirit may have rest You priests say it isn’t so, 
but It IS, all the same ” 

The road skirted a precipice overhanging the stream 
“That IS where my brother went over with his cart,” said 
Magascia “He was coming back from Fossa with salt and 
tobacco, at night The Evil One suddenly appeared before 
him at this spot He had no time even to make the sign of 
the Cross The mule reared and plunged to the left to avoid 
tlie Evil One, and fell over the precipice ’’ 

A small house now came into sight, built on a level patch 
of ground beside the stream 

“That IS the house of the damned,” said Magascia 
“Did the damned actually build themselves a house?” said 
the priest “Then they can’t be so badly off” 

Magascia was in no mood for a joke 
‘ The house was built by the Colamartini family of Pi- 
etrasecca,” he said “But as soon as it was finished the souls 
of the damned took possession of it and no one has ever 
been able to live in it Everyone in the valley calls it the ref- 
uguim peccaloiuin ” 

At last the cart arrived at Pietrasecca It was a collection 
of about sixty cracked and grimy cottages some of them 
with closed doors and windows, having evidently been aban- 
doned by their occupants The village was built in a kind of 
cavity hollowed out of the mountainside Some of the cot- 
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tages were of the shock-proof type which had been mide 
compulsory after the last earthquake They were sunounded 
b> hovels built of mud and stones, with roofs of lead or 
slate Only two decent houses were to be seen, one of them 
immediately above the little budge This last was Matalena 
Ricotta’s inn, where the priest was going to stay The other, 
which was at the end of the village was bigger and older, 
and was surrounded by a large garden with a stone wall 
This was the patrician house of the Colamartim lamily, 
and was the only one in Pietrasecca which had survived the 
floods and the earthquake 

Near the Colamartim house was the cemetery, next to a 
httle church with a porch facing the valley 
“Are services held there'^” Don Paolo asked 
“Pietrasecca has had no priest tor the last thirty years,” 
Magascia replied 

All round the village and the cemetery the earth was di- 
vided up into many small plots The plots were so small and 
the walls that divided them so high and so numerous that 
from the distance they looked like the foundations ot i de- 
stroyed and abandoned city A few hundied yards beyond 
Pietrasecca the valley came to an end The road went no 
farther Two rivulets united above Pietrasecca and termed a 
stream that divided the village in two These halves were 
joined by a wooden bridge In front of the inn stood a toun- 
taiQ A child with a bleeding nose was bending over it, 
washing himself and the water was ahead v quite led 

Women and girls were kneeling at the edge ot the stream 
below the bridge, tirelessly washing clothes on lubbing- 
boards 

Magascia stopped outside the inn, where Matalena was 
waiting for him An old gentleman, w'earing a long black, 
woolen cloak, also appeared His hair and beard wcie com- 
pletely white He was carrying an iron fork on his shoulder, 
but this instrument of labor served m no way to diminish 
the nobility that emanated from his person Evcivthing 
about him was ancient, even the courteous woids with 
which he welcomed the priest to his poor village The wool 
of his cloak still smelled of sheep Magascia intioduccd him 
“This IS Don Pasquale Colamartim,” he said 
Don Paolo Spada excused himself He was not feeling 
well and he was dead tired Matalena took him straight to 
his room Sleep' Sleep' 

In the darkness Don Paolo heard the voice of a v oman 
calling It was the voice of a mother calling her child vs ho 
had stayed out late, playing with older children “Wait a min- 
ute, mother, I’m commg, I’m just commg'” 
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Chapter IV 


One SUNDAY morning a donkey just bought at market 
was christened outside Matalena Ricotta s inn A young man 
held It by the halter while an old man beat it with a wooden 
cudgel After each blow the two shouted, ‘ Garibaldi'” into 
the beast’s ear at the top of their lungs 

Garibaldi was to be the donkey s name In the minds of 
the peasants it stood for strength and courage As the two 
men wanted to be absolutel} sure the donkev knew it, the 
christening naturally lasted a long time The old man beat 
the animal on the crupper, without anger, without impa- 
tience, without resentment but with emphasis, as though he 
were beating a mattress, and shouted ‘ Garibaldi'” after 
every blow 

The donkev looked at the two men, and each time the stick 
descended it shook its head The old man aimed each blow 
at a different rib, and when he had been all around he 
started again The heroic name of Garibaldi resounded 
dozens and dozens of times across the little square of Pi- 
etrasecca, alternating with the thudding of the stick against 
the poor donkey’s ribs This went on until the old man 
grew tired 

‘ That’ll do,” he said “He knows it now ” 

To make sure the young man tried an experiment He 
took a handful of hay, walked over to the wooden bridge, 
held up the hay, and called out 
“Garibaldi'” 

The donkev trotted towards him 
“Yes he knows it,” the young man said 
Don Paolo was lying in bed with a high temperature 
He was puzzled and alarmed by this persistent invocation of 
the name of Garibaldi, the sound of which reached him 
through the open window Could the Republican Party be 
as stiong as all that at Pietrasecca’ 

“What IS happening^” the priest asked Matalena Ricotta 
“Nothing unusual ” she said “Old Sciatap has been 
christening his new donkey ” 

Old Sciatap was known by that name throughout the Pi- 
etrasccca valley In tact his christening had resembled that 
of his own donkey He had worked in Ameiica m his youth, 
as porter and general handy man to a fellow-countryman 
of his, one Carlo Campanclla who sold coal in winter and 
ice in summer on Mulberry Street, New York But in New 
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York Carlo Campanella, who came from Sciatap's own vil- 
lage, had become Mr Charles Little-Bell, Ice and Coal and 
he treated his servant like a beast of burden Whenever the 
poor brute complained, Mr Little-Bell would lose his tem- 
per and shout “Shut up’” When the ill-uscd fellovv returned 
to Pietrasecca after several years in America ‘ Shut up ’ was 
the onlv English phrase he knew and he used it on every 
possible occasion right or WTong If his wite so much as 
dared open her mouth he would immediately shout Sha- 
tapi” put his forefinger to his mouth and kick her 

Thus the phrase rendered in Italian as Sciatap ” passed 
into local idiom It was all the English that was known at 
Pietrasecca, the solitary example of a modern, foicign cul- 
ture grafted on the ancient cultiiic of the peasants 

Don Paolo’s ciiriositv was roused He got out of bed and 
went to the window to look at the man Sci itap and his 
new donkey were going down tow aids ihe wooden bridge by 
a path beside the stream A notice posted on an old board 
just where the path began read Rubbish May Not Be 
Dumped Here ” But there was a great heap of litter at that 
very spot — kitchen refuse old boots and garbage of cvciy 
kind This did not indicate any great respect for hygiene on 
the part ot the inhabitants ol Pietrasecca, but at least it 
proved that they could read 

Don Paolo could not onlv read but write, and write in a 
cultivated fashion, but all his attainments did not help him 
to solve a pressing problem of personal hygiene which con- 
fronted him now This would certainly not be the place to 
speak of it had it not been svmbolical ot conditions ot life 
in the villages of southern Italy and h id it not alone ot 
the physical hardships to which Don Paolo found no diffi- 
culty in adapting himself, proved intolerable to him 'kt Pi- 
etrasecca, as in most of the neighboring villages there were 
no such things as private lavatories But custom had 
created three public lavatories in the shape ot thicc clumps 
of bushes situated some way along the stream In spiing the 
bushes were covered with leaves and flowers which piovided 
excellent cover for those who resorted to them In autumn 
and winter, however, the situation was considcrabh more 
delicate By immemorial custom each class ot the com- 
munity frequented a different clump The peasants lie- 
quented the first clump the small landowners frequented the 
second, and the women the third Children usually went 
behind the church This tradition had always been ob- 
served, and was only violated in the immediate post-war pe- 
riod, at the time of the so-callcd Red Peril During the Red 
Peril poor peasants would ostentatiously go to the second 
clump instead of the first In the beginning this caused 
amazement and incredulity, which quickly yielded to indig- 
nation on the part of the small landowners, who utteied 
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dire threats and asked what the world would come to if 
things were allowed to go on like this “Really there’s no re- 
ligion left ” was Matalena Ricotta’s comment at the time 

Fortunately tor religion, however the spiritual ferment 
caused by the war subsided The Red Peril passed, and the 
old order was reestablished The ancient hierarchy reigned 
once more among the bushes 

Don Paolo, as a priest and an invalid for reasons of de- 
cency and for reasons of health, could not possibly use 
any of the three clumps of bushes or go behind the church 
He felt humiliated and annoyed at having returned to Italy 
m the revolutionary cause, with his head full of scientific 
facts and plans for dealing with the agrarian problem, only 
to find himself confronted daily with the most primitive prob- 
lem of all 

Matalena had given Don Paolo her own first-floor room 
It contained an immense widow s bed which occupied 
nearly three-quarters of the floor, and barely left room for 
a tiny table, a chair, and an iron washstand Over the bed 
there was a crucifix, the limbs were livid, flabby, and 
twisted, and the face was that of a poor, famished peasant 
A niche in the wall facing the bed contained a blue-and- 
white statuette of the Blessed Virgin in the act of trampling 
on the Evil One's head It was now the end of May, which 
IS the month of the Serpent and of the Blessed Virgin, and 
Matalena lit an olive-oil lamp every evening to invoke aid 
in the struggle against the Enemy 

Meanwhile Don Paolo’s health was no better The moun- 
tain climate had brought him no perceptible relief All day 
long he was alone, and he turned and tossed in the vast 
widow’s bed but found no rest The days and nights seemed 
interminable 

To complete his priestly equipment Dr Sacca had given 
him some devotional books Ihe bieviary the Eternal Max- 
ims of Sail Alfonso Malta dei Lniiion, the Introduction to 
the Detout Life of St Fiam^ois de Sales, a Life of San 
Camillo de Lellis a seventeenth-century Abruzzi saint, a 
Life of San Gioianni Bosco a Piedmontese saint of the end 
of the last century and a ritual book Don Paolo started 
idlv turning the pages, as he would have turned the pages of 
a detective novel or a chemical prospectus or anything else 
in print, for the sake of momentarily escaping the oppres- 
sive monotony of his surroundings Some of these books 
had passed through his hands before in his years of ado- 
lescence and many of the pages and illustrations on which 
his eye rested stirred forgotten memories within him Mem- 
ories of childish fantasies and infantile terrors started grad- 
ually emerging from oblivion Don Paolo found himself con- 
stantly more attracted by his collection of devotional books, 
and he ended by reading them every evening until his eyes 
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ached Imperceptibly the adolescent who had gone to cate- 
chism every evening to prepare for his first communion was 
resurrected, the schoolboy who had devoured the li\es of 
the saints and argued with Don Benedetto about \\a\s ot 
living without compromise Imperceptibly a colloquy staited 
between the revolutionary who had been superimposed upon 
his adolescent self and the adolescent in him who was not 
yet dead The extreme weakness to which his illness had re- 
duced him unconsciously led him back to the years ot his 
youth, when he had often been ill, and had alwaus been 
pampered and looked after bv his mother grandmother, 
aunts, and the family servant because of his delicate consti- 
tution and because he was an only son In those ycais he 
had been constantly enveloped in the warmth ot feminine 
tenderness and affection 

Although the environment into which chance had cast 
him now was from the social point ot view several grades 
inferior to that in which he had grown up, the only living 
souls he talked to were w'omcn and the only signs ot life 
that reached him all day long, when the men were at work, 
came from women and children, who spoke the same dia- 
lect as he and his mother 

Matalena considered the presence of a priest as a bless- 
ing to her house and consequently was always hnding some 
excuse or other to come and talk to him Misfoitune feai of 
which kept Matalena in a perpetual state of anxictv ought 
to shun a house that sheltered a priest A cow s skull with 
two big curved horns was planted at the top ot tlie inn, 
where the two rain-pipes met Don Paolo asked w'hat it was 
for 

“It’s a protection against the evil eye ’’ said Matalena, 
“but It’s no good as a protection against anything else The 
only thing it protects vou against is the evil eye ’ 

Sure enough in spite of the horns, Matalena’s house, like 
many others had collapsed in the 1915 earthquake 

"Tire old house was bigger than this one ’’ she said ‘ My 
husband God rest his soul, toiled for seven ycais in the Ar- 
gentine in order to be able to build it Three months alter it 
was finished the eaithquake came and it was completely de- 
stroyed I was buried alive in the cellar tor a whole w'cek, 
and I had no idea there had been an earthquake at ill I 
thought It was the evil eve and 1 didn’t know that other 
people’s houses had collapsed too After a week when they 
had cleared away the debris and made a hole big enough 
for me to crawl through 1 refused to come out I didn’t have 
the courage Let me die hcic’ I told them 1 don t want to 
go on living But they chceied me up ‘Practically the vshole 
village has been destroyed,’ they shouted down the holt to 
me ‘Nearly the whole of the Maisica has been dcstiowd 
thirty towns and villages have been razed to the giound and 
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thousand dead have been counted already ’ So it hadn’t 
been the evil eye, but a visitation of God As the proverb 
says, everybody’s misfortune is no misfortune My husband, 
God rest his soul, came back to Italy to serve m the war, 
and when it was over he went back to the Argentine and 
tolled for another five years to sciape enough money to- 
gether to have the house rebuilt When it was finished and 
he was just coming back he suddenly stopped writing Six 
months later 1 was sent for by the commune and I thought 
it must be tor a new tax So I went, and a clerk said ‘Your 
husband is dead It was an accident that might have hap- 
pened to anybody He was run over by a motor-car ’ I 
started weeping and wailing and crying that it was the evil 
eye that had got him because he had just been coming home 
to live in the new house But the clerk insisted that it wasn t 
the evil eye, but an accident that might have happened to 
anybody But it must really have been the evil eve Of couise 
priests say they don’t believe in the evil eye, but it they 
really didn't believe in it they wouldn t wear black'” 

Apart from all this Matalena used to observe Wednesdays 
and Fridays, and she dedicated the month of March to St 
Joseph, the month of Mav to the Blessed 'Virgin, the 
month of Juno to the Sacied Heart and the month of No- 
vember to the dead She had long since given up all 
thought ot marrying again and would go about the house 
unkempt, untidy, and with her corsets undone She took 
gieat pains preparing the priests meals and after each one 
she waited tor compliments that never came Don Paolo had 
never been a gourmet, and m anv case Pietrasecca did not 
offer a great vaiietv of dishes But every morning Matalena 
would go up to the priest’s room to ask him what he would 
like that day To Don Paolo these interview's were a dailv 
torment One dav he lost patience, and to put an end to it 
he told Matalena that in future she must give him what all 
the other inhabitants of Pietrasecca ate every day Matalena 
was hurt, but she complied For brcaklast she gave him corn 
bread and an onion, lor lunch corn bread and raw peppers 
seasoned with oil and salt and in the evening bean soup 
This diet lasted only two days Apart tiom the soup in the 
evening Don Paolo could not stand it anv longer Matalena 
had won and exploited her victory The regular morning tor- 
ment was resumed Matalena had inflexible ideas concern- 
ing the treatment and cure of lung trouble 

'The best thing lor lung trouble is raw eggs,” she would 
say 

Matalena kept a dozen hens in the garden behind the inn 
No sooner was an egg laid than she biought it to the in- 
valid If a hen was late in laying Matalena would look tor 
it, find it, seize it, and feel it with her little finger to find out 
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whether an egg was there After concluding the examination 
she would call up to the priest 

“She's going to lay in half an hour'” 

Halt an hour later the egg would be laid Among the hens 
was a black one, named Pitella, who was the most punctual 
of them all Pitclla liked roving about the house and some- 
times she actually entered the sick-room Sometimes she 
managed to hide under the big bed, and then all Matalena’s 
threats and the ferocious wielding ot her slipper completely 
failed to make her emerge, and Matalcna would be torced 
to call the cock Pitclla would hear the cock coming up- 
stairs and jump out of the windovv to escape him 

Matalena had a boy, named Amenco who looked like a 
toothless little old man He howled m a loud and ncr\e- 
wracking mannei at cver\ trifle Amenco could not exactly 
be desciibed as a young eagle 

“Go to Magascia and letch a kilo of salt ” his mother 
would tell him 

The boy would get up walk ten paces, stop to pick up 
something, then come back, and sit down outside the front 
door 

“What did I tell you’” his mother would yell at him 
Amenco would look at her m stupefaction 
“Go to Mag.iscia and fetch a kilo of salt'” 

Amenco would get up, walk ten paces, stop, start picking 
one nostril then the other and suddenly burst into tears 
His crying sounded as though it would ne\cr stop 

All the women w'ould come out ot their houses to see 
what was the matter and all the children would gather 
round, too and Americo’s lamentations w'ould giow more 
and more acute Then Matalena vsould intervene and beat 
him with some kitchen utensil until he had no breath left 
to cry with 

In the morning Chianna Patacca would come to the inn 
with a nanny-goat Matalcna would take a basin ind milk it 
to the last drop Bv this time the men had gone to work and 
the women all stood by the windows or came out-ot-dooi s, 
to draw the insects out ot the house 

At midday Filomena Sapone would come to the inn with 
her baby in her arms and a lettuce tor Don Paolo After 
handing the lettuce to Matalena Filomena would sit down 
outside the inn, unbutton her blouse, and publicly suckle 
her baby She asked the priest to confess her but he said he 
could not as he belonged to another diocese 

In the space between the mn and the wooden bridge the 
bigger boys w'ould imitate the drill ol the Balilla A quiiiel 
broke out among them concerning the identity of the enemy 
They all complained that the enemy was changed too oltcn 
A delegation was formed and three boys approached Don 
Paolo 
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“Who IS the enemy now’” they asked him 

“What enemv’” the priest asked in surprise 

“The hereditary enemy ” one of the boys answered, with 
assurance The priest did not understand, or pretended he 
did not 

“In our drill there are two sides,” one of the boys ex- 
plained “The Italians are on one side and the hereditary 
enemy is on the other For a long time our teacher said our 
hereditary enemy was France and Yugoslavia Then she said 
It was Germany Then she said it was Japan But this morn- 
ing she said ‘Children the new heieditary enemy is Eng- 
land ’ But there’s a chapter in our schoolbook witli the 
heading ‘The Age-Long Friendship between England and 
Italy ’ So now we’re completely puzzled Who’s wrong, our 
teacher or the book’” 

“The book ” said Don Paolo “It was printed last year, so 
it’s out-of-date ” 

“All right ” said the boys “Let us destroy the English 
hereditary enemy ” 

“The English don’t fight on land, but on water,” the priest 
pointed out 

So the boys decided to have their battle in the stream 
Don Paolo observed the struggle from his window The new 
hereditary enemy was rapidly defeated but both sides 
emerged fiom the fray drenched to the skin 

The bovs of the village constituted a kind of community 
apart, with its owm laws, its own rites and its own dialect 
It had Its own champions at stone-throwing jumping over 
the stream lizard-hunting, and pissing against the wind 

The favorite game of the smallest boys was campana ” 
They would draw a long campanile on the ground with a 
piece of charcoal, divide it into sections and jump from 
one to the other, kicking a stone before them and taking 
care that it did not land on any of the lines If it did they 
had to start all over again Don Paolo had excelled at tins 
game when he was a boy 

From morning till night mothers could be heard calling 
their children, and often the village would resound with the 
most teiiible curses But they were so frequent that nobody 
took anv notice 

“May >ou be martyred like San Bartolomeo'” Filomena 
Sapone would shout at her eldest son 

“Mav they tear your eyes out and make you hold them in 
your hands like Santa Lucia'” Chiarina Patacca would yell 
at hci daughter 

Curses alternated with luUabies and expressions of en- 
dearment 

“Sleep, my dear son,” Annunziata would murmur, rock- 
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ing her new-born baby to sleep “My mother’s pride, my 
riches of riches, my morning star'” 

“Sleep, my angel of paradise,” Antonia, the dressmaker, 
would whisper, bending over her daughter, “my royal bride, 
my fairy pearl'" 

In the afternoon all the women would do their house- 
work in the street Some would hang out the washing, 
others would clean potatoes, others would darn, another 
would de-louse and scratch her child Those who had noth- 
mg to do would sit down on the wall outside the inn, bare- 
footed women, clothed in rags, with oily, greasy hair, look- 
ing as stupid as milked nanny-goats One ot them was an 
old woman named Gesira who was worn out with hunger 
and child-bearing, and always complained ot the same 
pains Child-bearing was the women’s chief topic of con- 
versation Annunziata was expecting her fourteenth child 
Lidovma had had eighteen The first was always the hardest, 
they said The others found the way by themselves One of 
the women, Annina Stradone, who was pregnant, touched 
her belly and said 

“Here’s the head, here’s one foot, and here’s the other It 
must be a boy, because sometimes it kicks ” 

“That Ls in the hands of God ” said Gesira “God acts 
according to our sins Every pain is a punishment ” 

A crowd ot half-naked young children, completely cov- 
ered with mud, played round a dirty pool formed by the 
sinking of the stream They fled only at the appearance of 
the school-teacher, Signonna Patrignani 

When the weather was fine most of the women would 
cook the soup for the evening meal in the street, waiting tor 
the return of the men They cooked the soup in copper pots 
— some of them actually used old petrol-cans instead — on 
tripods over fires encircled with stones As soon as it W'os 
dark Signonna Cristina would come to the inn with oil for 
the lamp of the Immaculate Virgin Don Paolo soon learned 
to recognize the girl’s voice She would come m, ask solicit- 
ously after the invalid’s health, give Matalena any amount of 
advice about what to do for him, and then hurry away Don 
Paolo had not yet seen Cristina Matalena had told him that 
she belonged to the only well-to-do family in Pictrasecca, 
had studied for many years in a convent college, and was 
about to leave to take the veil Dr Sacca had spoken of her 
as an extremely intelligent and cultivated human being At 
home Cristina was kept extremely busy, as she did all the 
housework herself, and had to look after her grandmother, 
who was nearly a hundred years old besides her paicnts 
and an aunt, who were also old to say nothing ot a brother 
who was a wastrel and a good-for-nothing But her convent 
education caused her to be held m great respect by all the 
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villagers, and she often had to go to their houses to help 
and advise the poor people about most insignificant affairs 
Cassarola, the wise-woman, came to see the priest and of- 
fered him magic herbs for his cough He refused them She 
was a revolting hag with a snub-nose and negroid blubber- 
lips To show the priest how religious she was she started 
mumbling prayers, exorcisms, and responses m Latin She un- 
buttoned her blouse to show him the medallions, scapularies, 
crosses, and rosary that she wore around her neck 

“God rules over good but not over evil,” she said “Other- 
wise would He not cure His priests when they are attacked 
by illness'^ Why do you not pray to God and rise cured from 
your bed^” 

Don Paolo gave the old witch a piece of good advice 
“Go to the devil ” he said 

Antonia’s baby girl was ill Cassarola prescribed a glass of 
wine for her every morning 

“But she’s only three,” the dressmaker protested 
“Is she as old as thatt” said Cassarola “Then you must give 
her another glass in the evening as well ” 

On Tuesday Lidovina’s baby died, and of her eighteen 
children only two were left One Saturday Chiarma Patacca’s 
little daughter died, and that left her with three children out 
of nine Roth had died of coughs Tlie two mothers filled 
the village with their lamentations One Tuesday morning 
Annunziata’s child was born, one Thursday Annina Stra- 
done’s Such were the village happenings Each one of them 
was described in the most minute detail Mastrangelo fetched 
old Don Cipriano, the village priest of Lama in time to bless 
the body of Lidovina’s child, but when Sciatap went to 
fetch him to do the same for Chiaiina Patacca’s he made an 
excuse and refused to come 

“When babies die they go to Limbo,” he said, “and so 
nothing can be done about it It’s not really a priest’s busi- 
ness at all ” 

A babv s funeral is a very simple thing, even with a priest 
The tiny corpse is taken to the cemetery bv a woman nearly 
always a relation She walks all by herself, without any es- 
cort, carrying the tiny coffin on her head, and goes quickly, 
with the natural and easy gait of one who is carrying a 
basket of fruit Lidovina’s baby was taken to the cemetery 
by her sister. Marietta Since the priest was present, Lidovina 
insisted on having music So Marietta walked in front, w'lth 
the coffin on her head w'lth Don Cipriano following in his 
surplice and stole Three musicians brought up the rear, with 
trumpet clarinet, and trombone All five walked in step with 
a dance tunc an old pre-war ditty, which began with the 
words When the cherries are ripe. I’ll tell you, darling” 
After the ceremony at the graveside Marietta invited the four 
men home and offered them wine 
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Don Cipriano, the pansh priest of Lama, was responsible 
for the religious observances of the people of Pietrasecca, 
their christenings, weddings, and funerals but as he grew 
older his visits gradually grew rarer and rarer 

Fortunately for him, religious ceremonies in mountain vil- 
lages tend to be concentrated in certain periods of the year 
Marriages take place in October or November and children 
are expected between May and July It was a kind of universal 
levy from which very few escaped Innumerable babies 
died in the first few months It was a kind of massacre of 
the innocents 

Teresa Scaraffa was expecting a child, and one mght she 
dreamed that it was going to be born blind The poor woman 
came to Don Paolo, and went down on her knees at the 
foot of his bed 

“I dreamed last night that my child was going to be bom 
blind, and only you can save it, sir,” she said 

“I am very sorry, my poor woman, but 1 do not belong to 
this diocese,” the priest said 

The woman started weeping and imploring him 
“I don’t want my child to be born blind,” she said “Why 
should the others have eyes and not he’” 

Don Paolo tried to persuade her tliat tins would not be so, 
but with no success 

“I dreamed it,” she said “I saw it with my own eyes If 
you don’t help me, my son will be blind ” 

The woman would not go away Don Paolo knew per- 
fectly well that if he consented to say prayers and recite 
exorcisms for Teresa, the house would immediately be filled 
with people who wanted to be helped in the same way, and 
It would be impossible for him to refuse They would all 
say he helped Teresa Scaraffa, and why shouldn’t he help 
them, too’ Apart from the imposture it might end by his 
attracting the attention of the authorities and being found 
out So he called Matalena 

“I want you to remove this woman from my room, by 
kindness if possible, or if necessary by force,” he said “I 
am not interested in her dreams ” 

But Teresa rose like a fury 

“Why should my child be born blind’” she shrieked “Can 
anyone tell me the reason for such an affliction’ Why 
should other children to be able to see and not my child >” 
Teresa stopped and waited for a reply, but Don Paolo had 
no desire to be involved in an argument 

Once more Teresa went down on hei knees She started 
weeping, beating her head on the floor, tearing at her hair, 
pulling out handfuls of it, and shrieking the most irrational 
things 

“Why should he be blind’” she cried “Tell me whv’ All 
the others will be able to see, and not he All the others 

55 



will be able to go to school and not he The others will all 
steal from him and he won’t know it The others will laugh 
at him and he won’t be able to see them, and when he’s 
big, no woman will have anything to do with him'” 

Then she rose to her feet She suddenly looked quite calm 
“No 1 know ” she said “1 shall throw myself out of the 
window He shall die with me ” 

She walked towards the window In the state of exalta- 
tion she was in there was no doubt that she really would 
throw herself out of the window A cry from the priest 
stopped her when she had reached the window sill 

“I shall do what you want,” he said ‘ What do you want 
me to do''” 

The keys of the church were kept at the house of the 
Colamartinis Matalcna ran and fetched them She also 
brought a glass of holy water from the church Teresa held 
out her swollen belly to the priest 

“The head must be here,” she said “This is where the 
eyes must be ' 

The priest twice made the sign of the cross at the place 
Teresa pointed to one cross for each eye and he moved 
his lips, as though he were muttering praveis 

“Now he's all right,” the woman said with satisfaction 
“The calamity has been aveited ” 

She went away A little while later she came back with a 
dead hen 

“It’s to show my gratitude,” she said, laying it on the 
priest’s table 

“I cannot accept it,” Don Paolo answered “Priests are 
not allowed to accept presents in my diocese ” 

“Then the whole thing’s no use'” the woman protested 
“Unless you take the hen the grace won’t work and the 
babv will be born blind ” 

"Grace is Iree,” said Don Paolo 

“There’s no such thing as free grace,” said the woman 
She left the propUiatoiy sacrifice on the table and went 
away 

On Sunday mornings a number of women would go all 
the way to Lama to Mass They wore black shawls over their 
shoulders, and black handkerchiefs over their heads, because 
it would be immodest to show their hair, and black shoes 
and stockings Don Paolo Hatched them from his window 
The oldest women walked with their rosaries in their hands, 
letting the beads run slowly between their thumb and first 
finger 

One Saturday night a girl from Fossa dei Marsi arrived 
at Pietrasecca in Magascia’s salt-and-tobacco cart 

“There is the inn, on the right before the bridge,” Magascia 
said to her The girl had a bundle under her arm She came 
m 
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“Does Don Paolo Spada live heTe"^” she asked Matalena 
Matalena was jealous of her priest 

“Whv'^” she asked, before answering the strange girl’s 
question 

He saved me when I was on the point of death, and I 
want to thank him ” 

‘ The Don Paolo who lives here is not a doctor, but a 
priest ’’ Matalena replied 

“Perhaps he is neither priest nor doctor but a saint ” the 
girl said T was on the point of death He came, he looked 
at me, he touched mv hand and I was saved ” 

Matalena was proud of having a priest from another dio- 
cese m her house, but the idea that her visitor might be a 
real saint who performed miiacles worried and distressed 
her 

“Yes, he is a real saint ’’ she replied, not wishing to ap- 
pear unable to recognize a saint on her own account “He 
IS living here doing penance like a tiue saint, a true man of 
God ” 

“Perhaps he is even more than a true saint,” the girl 
from Fossa said “I fear he mav be Jesus Himself” 

This was too much for Matalena She sat down on a stool 
“Are voii mad’’’ she murmured How could he be Jesus 
Himself’ Why should Jesus come to mv inn of all places’ 
Is He not in Heaven sitting on His Fathers right hand’” 
Matalena spoke almost in a whisper, lest the man on the 
first floor, if he were really He, should hear her doubting 
words 

“It would not be the first time Jesus disguised Himself 
and came down to earth to sec how the poor people live,” 
the girl from Fossa replied Then, m a tiny httle trickle of 
a voice, she added ' Have voii noticed whether his hands 
and feet are pierced’ That would be the most certain sign 
He could not hide the stigmata left bv the nails when He 
was crucified however much He tried to disguise Himself” 
The two women remained silent The priest’s evening 
meal was lying readv on the table It consisted of two eggs 
and a lettuce Matalena blushed at such a miserable repast 
It was shameful to offer two eggs and a salad to the Only 
Begotten Son One ought at least to have killed a chicken 
But supposing It wasn t He’ 

“What makes you think it is He’ What gave you the 
idea’ Tell me the truth' Aren’t you mad’” said Matalena, in 
a torment of doubt 

“I recognized Him by His voice ” the girl replied “When 
He appeared before me He took me bv the hand and said 
‘Courage, 1 know everything’ Then I tclt that it was no 
human voice The men I know do not talk like that I have 
an uncle who is a priest He is the parish priest of I ossa 
He does not talk like that ” 



“Tell me,” said Matalena “Supposing it really is Jesus, 
what ought we to do? Tell the police?” 

The regulations for hotel-keepers were displayed behind 
the front door, but no provision had been made for the 
possible arrival of Jesus 

Tlie two women went up to the first floor on tiptoe and 
with bated breath They knocked at the door, and there was 
no reply They opened the door and the room was empty 
Matalena felt she was going to faint 

“He’s vanished'” she murmured “He’s vanished'” 

No ordinary mortal who went to an inn could have van- 
ished into thin air like this, even if he didn’t want to pay 
the bill The two women looked at each other in awe Then 
they heard a cough in the garden The two women dashed 
downstairs Don Paolo was sitting under a fig tree He was 
motionless, and as pale as a corpse The tree was dead It 
had been condemned to be cut down and thrown on the 
fire 

“Who wants me?” he asked 
The two women approached him timidly 
“It IS I, Bianchina,” the girl said “Bianchina Girasole 
from Fossa dei Marsi, Berenice’s niece I was dying and 
abandoned by everyone, and then some one I had never 
seen came and touched my hand and saved me ” 

Don Paolo coughed again The sun had set The long 
shadows were emerging from the bottom of the valley Don 
Paolo rose to his feet, and the two women helped him back 
to his room 

“You may go ” the priest said to Matalena 
Don Paolo was tired and lay down on his bed Bianchina 
sat down near the door Then she plucked up courage 
“Show me your hands ” she said 

“Do you want to read the future?” Don Paolo said, with 
a smile 

Bianchina looked at his hands There was no trace of stig- 
mata There was no trace of crucifixion He was not Jesus 
He was a saint, but not Jesus Bianchina w'as disappointed, 
and lemained silent After an interval she said 

‘ My aunt Berenice has turned me out She wouldn’t have 
anything more to do with me ” 

‘ Why?’ the priest asked 

“Because I am for liberty My aunt is against liberty 
You as a saint are against liberty, of course ” 

Don Paolo interrupted 

“I am not a saint and I am for liberty,” he said 
Bianchina seemed not to believe her ears 
“If you, a pi lest, are for liberty, why docs the Church 
threaten us with hell?” she asked “Why is love-making for- 
bidden?” 
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The priest made no reply, but Bianchina persevered with 
her questioning 

“It I make love, is it really true that Jesus is angry"^” she 
said “Why should He be angry^ Who tells Him to be angry?’’ 
“Let us change the subject ’’ the priest suggested 
“All right ’’ said Bianchina laughing ‘ But love-making is 
so nice that 1 don’t understand how anybody can do any- 
thing else Don t you agree w'lth me’’’ 

“Listen, Bianchina,” answered the priest “I am sorrv, I 
am really very very sorry, but I do not belong to this di- 
ocese ” 

Bianchina started laughing Her pretty face looked e\en 
prettier against the dark rectangle ot the door Perhaps her 
neck was a little too thin, and her mouth was large and 
red, when she laughed it was really too large, although she 
certainly knew this, she laughed all the same She had tiny 
ears She picked up two pairs ot cherries trom the t iblc and 
hung them over her cars, like a child Then she stalled 
laughing again Then she grew serious 
“You mustn’t think ill ot me ” she said 
Round her neck under her chemise she wore the scapu- 
lar of the Madonna del Carmine She unbuttoned her 
blouse, opened her chemise and showed it The scapular was 
green and her breasts were milkv white 

Don Paolo felt his heart beating faster at the sight, after 
long abstinence, ot this tender and fresh fruit ot his own 
country It was a pity, it really was a pity, that he had to 
be prudent 

“Don’t believe I'm lying to you,” the girl went on “I’m 
for liberty, but I m tor religion too God gave us all that we 
have God created humanity half men and half women 
Just imagine what it would be like if God had absent- 
mindedly made men or women only Speaking with respect, 
it would have been really hateful'” 

Bianchina made the sign ot the Cross 
She had brought a small bundle with her 
“What have you got there’’” the priest asked 
“All my worldly goods,” the girl replied 
She took the bundle on her knees unwrapped it, and dis- 
played the contents, which consisted of a porcelain coffee- 
service and a pile of embroidered handkei chiefs 

“That’s not very much,” the priest remarked “It’s not 
enough to live an independent life on ” 

Bianchina was olTcnded 

“But 1 m still young' ’ she answered “And besides, a saint 
shouldn’t be so materialistic ” 

“What do you propose to do, now that your aunt has 
turned you out’’” the priest asked 

“That’s what I came to ask you,” Bianchina replied 
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“What can I do’ I can’t do anything If I knit I muddle the 
stitches If I sew I prick my fingers If I garden I bang my 
foot with the hoe The nuns taught me to make sweets, and 
to embroider, and to sing the Gregorian Chant Can I go 
and sing the Magnificat and Salve Regina in the music- 
halls’” 

Bianchina burst out crying 

“For the moment let us forget the more distant future,” 
said Don Paolo ‘ Seeing that you cannot stay in my room, 
where do you intend to find a roof over your head for to- 
night, tomoriow, the day after tomorrow’” 

Bianchina’s sohs redoubled 

“A fine thing to save a person on the point of death, and 
then show her the door,” she said ‘ Why didn't you let me 
die’ You ought to have let me died' What a shameful way 
for a saint to behave' ’ 

“If you go on ciying like that your nose will get as red as 
a tomato,” said Don Paolo 

Bianchina stopped crying 

“Anyway there’s an old school friend of mine here at Pi- 
etrasecca, Cristina Colamartini,” she suddenly said “She’s 
a kind of saint, too but perhaps she’ll help me ” 

It had grown late and Cristina came to the inn, bringing 
Matalena the oil for the lamp of the Immaculate 'Virgin 
Matalena told her of Bianchina Girasole’s arrival, and Cris- 
tina appeared at the sick-room door, which had been left 
open Bianchina promptly fell on her neck embracing and 
kissing her and accompanying her caresses with a murmur 
of inarticulate sounds 

Matalena brought another chair, and eventually Cristina 
was able to sit down and tidy her disarranged hair So far 
Don Paolo had onl> heard Cristina’s voice, but he had al- 
ready made up his mind that her appearance would be as at- 
tractive as her voice He thought he detected a strange re- 
semblance between her and a girl cousin with whom he had 
played as a boy Cristina’s face was thin and emaciated, as 
though she were being consumed by an inner fire It was a 
face of ancient race imbued with subtle despair, conscious 
of the futility of vulgar things She wore a black apron, 
closed at the neck and wrists, like a schoolgirl, and her 
black hair was parted in the middle, slightly waved at the 
temples, and gatheicd at the nape of the neck m a large 
knot ot tiny little curls 

Cristina bade the piicst good-evening 

“We have just finished telling our beads at home, and we 
added a prayei for youi health, as we do every evening,” she 
said 

For mv health’” said Don Paolo 

“Mv father came home one night and said a strange priest 
had come to Pietrasecca to recover his health, and we pray 
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that the air of our village may do him good,” said Cris- 
tina 

“What, haven’t you met before'?” Bianchina said “Cris- 
tina was my first love ” she went on ‘ We were at the same 
convent school tor three \ears She was at the top ot the 
class and I was at the bottom, ot couise, and that made us 
hke each other all the better 
Then she added 

“There’s always a time m life when you go back to your 
first love Do you know what the Mother Superioi s nick- 
name tor Cristina was? She called her Miss Music She 
was so fond of music that it made me quite jealous ” 

Don Paolo studied Cristina carctullv Her face and her 
hands had the pallor ot old white roses 

“Magascia told me you were still at Pietrasecca ” Bian- 
china went on “To be pcitectly trank tor one reason I was 
very pleased to hear it because it meant you might be able 
to help me But apart from that surely it’s a disgrace for a 
girl like you to stay in a den ot wolves like this'’ Miss 
Music ought to be the head ot a conservatory or the abbess 
of a rich convent ” 

Don Paolo excused himself and started reading his bre- 
viary, in order to leave the two giils in peace 

Cristina waited for Bianchina to pause, and then asked 
“What has happened to the others? What has happened to 
Incoronata?” 

“Incoronata took her teacher’s diploma, but she hasn’t got 
a job yet,’ Bianchina said “Theie were one hundred and 
eighty candidates tor twelve vacancies at the last provin- 
cial competition Incoronata did her best she even slept 
with the prefect's chauffeur but she didn’t get a job She 
was going to marry the communal secretary ot Fossa but 
the day before the wedding she discoveied he was cairv- 
ing on with her sister, so nothing eame of it That sccietary 
IS a swine, anyway, he tried to seduce me too ” 

Bianchina’s stay in the Girasole Hotel had evidently made 
her very free in her speech Her way of talking, paiticularlv 
in the presence of a priest made it hard for Cristina to con- 
ceal a certain feeling of discomfort But Don Paolo looked 
as though he were really reading the breviary and not listen- 
ing to the girls’ conversation 

“What has happened to Anita Pietrangcli'?” Cristina 
asked 

‘Anita Pietrangeh of Acquafredda'? She had the misfor- 
tune to lose her father They must be very hard up but her 
mother won’t let her look tor a job because office work 
would be inconsistent with the family dignity The family 
dignity of the Pietrangeh means that the girls have to stay 
at home and rot, waiting for some rieh landowner to come 
and marry them ” 
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“How do you manage to know all these things about other 
people s private lives'^” Cristina asked 

Down in the plain you know everything,” said Bianchina 
“And, besides it you live in the Girasolc Hotel you end by 
knowing the tiuth about everything, and very olten more 
than the truth ’ 

‘What IS dear Colomba doing now"’” 

“She married a station master, a widower with three chil- 
dren, and she has practically become the family servant,” 
said Bianchina ‘The station master doesn t uant any more 
children and his means ot preventing them oflend poor Co- 
lomba’s religious susceptibilities and she complains about it 
to everybody In the end the parish priest had to intervene, 
consequently there is gieat tension at present between the 
Station and the parish chuich " 

Cristina listened to Bianchina’s stories of her former 
school-fellows with ill-conccaled distress A slight flush ap- 
peared on her cheeks and temples and enciicled the grace- 
ful curve of her hair Don Paolo was still reading his bre- 
viary 

“I've heard Adalgisa is married too,” Cristina said 

“Foi some time Adalgisa Colantuoni and I were engaged 
to the same man one ot the heads of the government party 
in the Fucino legion ’ Bianchina said ‘ He s a complete 
bounder I don’t sav so because he preferred Adalgisa As a 
matter of fact, I am forced to confess that ho went on stay- 
ing at the Girasole Hotel eveiy Tuesday night tor a whole 
year after he got married and 1 had to put up with him in 
order not to create political difficulties for my aunt Every- 
body knows he married Adalgisa for her fathei s money 
Her father, you know was a director of the Banca Agricola 
Ma"damentale and when it went smash Adalgisa had to sac- 
rifice all the money hci mother had left her to save him 
from going to prison and she hasn’t seen her husband since 
Now they aie legally separated because of incompatibility 
ot tempei ament ” 

“But how does she manage to live'^ What does she do if 
her father has no money Icft"^ Cristina asked 

“She has just been appointed to superintend the distribu- 
tion of government soup for the unemployed ” said Bian- 
china ‘ She distributes the bread and soup with the dignity 
of a faiiy godmother What is left she takes home to feed the 
poor old broken banker ” 

Ciistina listened to this news with eyes nearly popping out 
of her head Flci thin nostrils were trembling like butterflies’ 
wings 

' What has happened to Evangelinat” she asked 

‘Donna Evangehna now directs the local Piccole Itali- 
anc ’ Consequently she thinks the country’s destiny is in 
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her hands She behaves as if she knows everything but can- 
not speak Secrets of state you know When an> bod\ asks 
her whether there will be war or not her only ansvscr is a 
superior smile She went to Rome tor the goveinmcnt paitv 
anniversary celebrations and the head ot the government, 
you know whom 1 mean seems to have looked at hei He 
was two hundred vards awav' Ever since Donna Exangelina 
has done nothing but talk ot the devastating glance that pen- 
etrated her from two hundred vards distance It m.ide the 
poor girl pregnant Her father started a frantic search tor 
some one to act the part of St Joseph for her future child 
In times of unemployment philanthiopists can always be 
found, so Donna Evangelma Iniind her St Joseph To make 
the analogy complete the man is an uncmploved carpenter” 
Don Paolo had finished reading his brcviarv He saw that 
Cristina was profoundly disturbed She almost had tears in 
her eyes 

Cristina had known Bianchina when she was much 
younger She remembered that Bianchina had always liked 
to shock her friends That did not justify one in thinking 
evil of her One must never think evil ot anyone Appear- 
ance was always worse than reality 

‘Giuseppina Sraffa has been the luckiest ” Bianchina went 
on “She lives in a magnificent fiat m Rome She helps a 
brother m his studies and every month she sends her 
mother, who has staved in her village enough to live on ” 
Cristina was glad to hear that at least one ot her Iriends 
had had good fortune, but she was unable to conceal her 
surprise 

“Giuseppina was always a good-hearted girl ” she said, 
“but she didn’t give one the impiession ot being very active ” 
“She hasn t got a very tiring occiip.ition ’ BVinchina said 
“She’s kept by a iich married manutactuiei Since this has 
been known in her village her mother to save hci reputa- 
tion, would like to refuse the monthly moncv-oider her 
daughter sends her, but that would leave the old woman 
with nothing to live on, so she goes on di awing it All her 
relations refuse to have anything to do with her and when 
she goes to church the congregation leaves an empty space 
dll around her ” 

“We are tiring Don Paolo with our idle chatter ” Cris- 
tina remarked rising to go Bianchina followed hei l\ imple, 
so as not to let her escape and, with her, her only hope of 
shelter for the night 

“I shall come back tomorrow morning,” Bianchina said to 
the priest “There are many things J want to discuss with 
you ” 

Next morning, however, she did not come 
Two days later there was great excitement at Pietrasecca 
Sciatap, coming home with Garibaldi, discoveiing that 
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smoke was issuing from the chimney of the refugmm pec- 
caloiiiin, the abandoned house of the Colamartini down the 
valley The house couldn’t be on fire The smoke was issuing 
from the chimney in a long, slow, regular line But who on 
earth could be cooking in an uninhabited housed Could the 
souls of the damned be making soup' 

Sciatap’s story left the people of Pietrasccca frankly in- 
credulous Filoinena Sapone, old Gesira Lidovina, and some 
boys hurried down the valley to see for themselves They 
had no need to go far, because at the second turning they 
could see a trail of white smoke issuing from the chimney 
of the refuguim peccatorum The windows and doors seemed 
to be closed as usual The house was uninhabited What on 
earth could be causing the smoke'' Could the souls of the 
damned really have been given permission to cook soup’ 
The woman and boys hurried back to Pietrasecca Other 
people gathered The strangest theories were evolved Even- 
tually It was decided that the Colamartini family, the own- 
ers of the house, must be informed at once They went and 
knocked at the door but nobody answered 

“Donna Cristina' Don Pasquale' Donna Adele' Donna Ce- 
cilia'” the women called out from the street They went on 
knocking at the door They could hear voices, and people 
moving about inside the house, but nobodv answered the 
door What on earth could be happening'' Why didn’t some 
one come to the door' The women and boys outside went on 
knocking and shouting 

“Don Pasquale' Donna Cristina' Donna Adele' Donna Ce- 
cilia'” 

Eventually old Don Pasquale appeared on the balcony 
He was pale and distressed 

“Let eveiybody mind his own business ” he said 
“There’s smoke coming from the chimney of the house of 
the damned'’ the people shouted 
Don Pasquale knew it 

“Let everybody mind his own business'” he repeated 
It was useless to persevere The crowd was forced to dis- 
perse and continue with its conjectures at home 

That evening Cristina came to Matalena’s inn, in her usual 
hurry, bringing the oil for the lamp of the Immaculate Vir- 
gin 

“Don Paolo told me to ask you how the girl from Fossa 
del Marsi is She hasn’t been here since ” said Matalena 
“She has gone to our house in the valley, with my brother 
Alberto,” Cristina answered, simply 

“Are they in the icfiigium peccatorum together''” said 
Matalena making the sign of the Cross “But the souls of 
the damned will eat them' ’ 

Cristina gave Matalena the oil, asked how the priest was, 
and went a\va> without saying another word Matalena 
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waited just long enough for her to disappear before she 
started running from door to door 

“Do you know who are in the refu<;iuin peccaionim^ 
What"^ You don’t know’ Haven’t you any idea’” 

She told them all about it and hurried on to the next 
house 

The day on which Cristina was to leave for her novitiate 
was approaching, and her father said to her 

“I had a son and I have lost him Now you are going, too, 
and your father will be left with your grandmother, your 
mother, and your aunt — three old women, incapable of any 
kind of work And so we shall have to intrust the end of our 
lives to some servant who will rob us of what little there is 
left to us ” 

“You know I will do nothing against your wishes, father,” 
Cristina answeied 

Her father was very fond of her and dared not oppose her 
vocation, and thus he let the days pass without making up 
his mind The people of Pietrasecca said a girl belonged first 
to her home and then to the Church 
Her father said 

“I had a son and I have lost him I have a daughtei left 
But supposing that, because of us and our selfishness, her 
hfe IS wrecked too’” 

He could not make up his mind Besides, the decision was 
not his alone Above him there was his mother 

Cnstina went on uncomplaininglv doing the housework 
She looked aftci the chickens, made the beds swept the 
rooms and the staircase, did the washing, and attended to 
the bees in the garden 

One morning Don Paolo was sitting beneath the fig tree 
m Matalena’s garden when Cristina arrived with a bunch of 
onions to transplant The morning light wrapped the girl as 
in a mantle Some bees were buzzing about her head, as 
about a flower rich with pollen, but to the priest the flower 
looked a little wilted He plucked up courage and asked 
“Forgive me if 1 am indiscreet, but are you perhaps suffer- 
ing because you have not yet left for the convent’ Aie there 
perhaps difficulties which you cannot disentangle’” 

Cristina smiled and answered 

“Don’t think me discourteous if I answer with three great 
words, which were taught me as a child and I have never 
forgotten Je^us aiitcni lacebal Those words impressed me 
more, perhaps, than any others in the Bible Jesus taught us 
to be silent when our individual destiny is at stake ” 

“All the same,” the priest replied, “it cannot be indilTerent 
to you whether you live in a convent or in your own home, 
whether you are shut up all day long or free to go about as 
you will ” 
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“It IS not or dnnking^r cfressipg going for walks 

that can make oitS taippy,” ;Sftstma saicb 

“Oh'” said ftre priest “So you aspire to happiness’ Do 
you really beireve" thantTS" possible to be-^happy’” 

Cristina looked at Don Paolo in slight peiplexity It was 
impossible for a priest to be making these objections seri- 
ously Or probably he was playing the part of the devil's ad- 
vocate, desiring to test her religious maturity Cristina did 
not want to gainsay a poor sick priest, living m solitude m 
such backward surroundings 

“Don't you think that silence itself is an anticipation of 
happiness’” she replied “Internal silence means that every- 
thing IS m Its place, that everything is listening Silence var- 
ies m intensity, and complete silence does not last long, be- 
cause that would be death It lasts only for a little but what 
]oy there is in those moments when everything is listening” 

Don Paolo felt he was listening to a httle girl reciting a 
pretty poem 

“Is It not possible to have inner silence even in the up- 
roar of a great city'’” he said “Can one not be alone even in 
a crowd'’ Must one be mistrustful of oneself to the extent 
of shutting oneself up in a convent'’” 

“We are not called upon to be bold, but to be docile and 
to let ourselves be helped,” said Cristina “I read in a book 
written by a French nun ‘Does a newborn child raise itself 
to take Its mother's breast'’ Or does the mother take her httle 
one and bend gently over it to nourish it and calm its wail- 
ing'’’ All of us on this earth are newborn children Every- 
thing about us is older than we But the Evil One is older 
than it all ” 

Cristina’s freshness and simplicity lent a peculiar fascina- 
tion to her words, a fascination that Don Paolo had to make 
an effort to resist 

“I do not wish to embark on a theological discussion with 
you,” he said “But we are in a country which is still piimi- 
tive m many ways, a country in whicli tlieie is great eco- 
nomic distress and still greater spiritual distress It a peasant 
ever succeeds in overcoming his animal instincts, he be- 
comes a Franciscan friar, if a girl ever succeeds in freeing 
herself from bondage to her own body, she becomes a nun 
Do you not think that that is the source of many evils'’ Do 
you not think that this divorce between a spirituality which 
retires into contemplation and a mass of people dominated 
by animal instincts is the souice ot all our ills’ Do you not 
think that every living creature ought to live and struggle 
among his fellow-creatures rather than shut himselt up in an 
ivory tower ’ ’ 

“He who has faith is never alone,” Cristina replied “But 
the atheist is always alone, even it from moining to night he 
lives in crowded streets The soul that does not know God is 
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a leaf detached from the tree, a single solitary leaf that 
falls to the ground, dries up, and rots But the soul that is 
given to God is like a leaf attached to the tree By means of 
the vital sap that nourishes it, it communicates with the 
branches, the trunk, the roots, and the W'hole earth ” 

Cristina’s voice recalled Don Paolo's ow'n internal dia- 
logue between the adolescent and the i evolutionary m him 
Thus he had himself been greedv for the absolute and in 
love with righteousness when he had cut himself off from 
the Church and gone over to Socialism But much time had 
passed since then What had remained in him of that gen- 
erous impulse towards the masses ot the people'^ He had 
broken with a decadent Church rejected opportunism, and 
declined to compromise with society But had he not suc- 
cumbed to another kind of opportunism the oppoitunism 
dictated by the interests of a political party’ He had bioken 
with the old world and all its comforts cut himself oft from 
his family abandoned his favorite studies, set himself to 
live for justice and truth alone, and entered a party m 
which he was told that justice and tnith were petty-bour- 
geois prejudices Did he not feel himself betrayed’ Had he, 
perhaps, taken the wrong road’’ 

Thus, while Cristina spoke, did Don Paolo oscillate be-' 
tween one pole and the other The dialogue between the ad- 
olescent and the revolutionary became an altercation The 
revolutionary won 

“I do not want to engage you in a political discussion,” he 
said ‘‘Nevertheless, permit me to ask vou this Can moral- 
ity be purely contemplative'’ Are not moialiiv and contem- 
plation contradictions in terms'’ Is not practical everv-day 
life the very basis and foundation of morality that is to say, 
the virtuous life’ Has mortality anv valid held of action but 
that’’” 

“You cannot serve two masters ” Cristina answered “Be- 
tween spirit and matter there is an irreconcilable conllict To 
search for a compromise means to sacrifice spirit to matter, 
to betray spiiit in the interests of matter ” 

Don Paolo had tried to expre-.s himself in language com- 
patible with his ecclesiastical habit In any case it was the 
only language accessible to Cristina 

“Is the examination over'’” Cristina asked, with a laugh 
“It was not an examination ’ Don Paolo replied “You 
have suggested to me the subject tor a meditation which I 
shall continue bv mvself In mv hrst davs at Pietrasecca I 
found the enforced solitude very living but now I am begin- 
ning to like it In mv diocese life is very busy and this si- 
lence does me good I now have leisure to think of manv 
things of which it is not easy to think in the tumult ot active 
life ” 

“One must let oneself be carried along by the silence,” 
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said Cristina, with a smile, “like an unconscious man ear- 
ned by a deep current of water Only then does God talk to 
us The word of God in the silence is more piercing than a 
double-edged sword, and reaches down even to the division 
of the soul from the spirit, down to the joints and the mar- 
row ” 

Cristina shook the priest’s hand and went 

Don Paolo was left alone beneath his tree, and let him- 
self be carried along by a stream of memories, like an un- 
conscious man being carried along by a deep current of 
water 

Before going back to bed he sat down at his table, took a 
notebook, and wrote ‘ Dialogues with Cristina" on the 
cover At the top of the first page he wrote “Comments on 
the First Dialogue ’’ After much thought he wrote as fol- 
lows 

“At a moment in my life when I feel more alone and 
abandoned than ever before, my stay in this village my con- 
tact with these primitive people, my meeting with this girl, 
force me to think of myself as I was fifteen years ago In 
Cristina I see many features of mv own adolescence I might 
almost say I see a portrait of myself, an embellished a fem- 
inine portrait At least it is a spiritual image of what I felt 
and thought myself If I compare myself with that image 
now, I feel gravely troubled and seized with doubt Perhaps 
I too have been a traitor to myself ” 

He stopped writing and thought of the naive illusions 
with which he had entered his first Socialist group His real 
reason for leaving the Church while still so young had been 
not because he had grown out of it spiritually or criticized it 
intellectually, but because of the profound disgust with 
which he reacted to the abyss which he perceived between 
Its practical actions and the words it preached That disgust 
had provided his sole impulse for joining the Socialists He 
had not been a Marxist then having only become one after 
joining the Socialist fold But now he had been a Marxist for 
fifteen years, and it had become his profession Alas for all 
professions that have for their ultimate aim the salvation of 
the world' For the sake of saving others, you ended by losing 
yourself Don Paolo saw clearly now that his return to 

Italy had been at heart an attempt to escape from that pro- 
fession, to get away from the Marxist bureaucracy, to return 
to the rank-and-file and recapture in action the enthusiasm 
that had originally led him into the movement This discov- 
ery left him perplexed What had those fifteen years devoted 
to the political struggle been worth’ He went to bed but the 
question would not let him sleep He got up again, sat down 
at the table reopened his notebook and wrote 

“Is It possible to take pait in political life, to devote one- 
self to the seivice ot a party and remain sincere^ 
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“Has not truth, for me, become party truth? Has not jus- 
tice, for me, become party justice"^ 

“Have not party interests ended by deadening all my dis- 
crimination between moral values? Do I, too, not despise 
them as petty-bourgeois prejudices'^ 

‘Have I escaped from the opportunism of a decadent 
Church only to faU into bondage to the opportunism of a 
party‘s 

“What has become of my enthusiasm of that time'^ By 
putting politics before anything else, before all other spirit- 
ual needs, have I not impoverished, sterilized my lite'? Has 
it not meant that I have neglected deeper interests^ 

“There are remarkable potentialities in man Think, for 
instance, of Cristina These potentialities are now exploited 
by all the reactionary institutions If, as in my case, they are 
directed towards the proletariat, what becomes of them iti 
professional politics'^ Is it right that they should be stifled'^’ 
Is It right that they should be combated'? Is a true and last- 
ing revolution possible without them'?” 

When he came to the end of the page Don Paolo read 
through what he had written He noticed that all he had 
done was to draw up a list of questions to which his divided 
mind could give no certain answer He went on sitting for a 
long time with suspended pen, but he was not able to write 
anything else 
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Chapter V 


Cristina had the gift of creating beauty out of nothing 
It was remarkable to see how bright and cheerful Don 
Paolo’s room became under her care As his encounters with 
her became more frequent, so did they become more open 
and sincere At first Don Paolo felt himself rather hampered 
by the strain of having to avoid saying anything that might 
rouse the slightest suspicion concerning his identity, but in 
face of Cristina’s ingenuousness this preoccupation eventually 
disappeared and he started talking to her without restraint, 
telling her of his youth, his native village, his first religious 
experiences, and his first steps in adult hfe, taking care only 
to place his reminiscences in the diocese of Frascati and not 
in that of del Marsi Gradually and imperceptibly, he be- 
came more and more completely absorbed by his fictitious 
role, which he nurtured with the still living dreams of his 
youth He became a prisoner of his own fantasy He spoke 
with so much spontaneity, sincerity, and warmth that Cris- 
tina was completely captivated 

“If I wrote down what you said and somebody read it 
who had no idea who you were, I wager he would say you 
were eighteen years old,” Cristina said once 

Mutual liking made them more conciliatory in the argu- 
ments that often broke out between them What Don Paolo 
could not say to her aloud, he wrote down in his diary 
Thus he had secret conversations with her He confided to 
his diary all the things with which his heart inspired him, and 
he used the tender expressions of a lover He often sat up 
writing till late at night His “Dialogues with Cristina” devel- 
oped into a kind of examination of conscience, a kind of 
audit of his past life He described in full the spiritual crisis 
that had made him a Socialist in 1921, and recalled the ef- 
forts made by his relatives and friends to dissuade him from 
such madness Uncles, aunts, and older cousins of both 
sexes, all respectable, conventional, church-going people, 
had admonished him, sermonized, implored and threatened 
When the sentimental arguments had been exhausted, and 
the disgrace his behavior was about to bring upon the whole 
Spina family had been described in full, each one of them 
got down to bedrock They all asked the same question 
“What object have you in declaring yourself a Socialist 
What will you gain by if?” “No material advantage what- 
ever,” he had answered, ‘but " “Then you’re mad'” those 
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excellent and honest people had replied His internal conflict 
was rekindled and became almost unbearably acute, under 
the influence of his reliving and rethinking of the past his 
imaginative reconstruction of the crisis that had sundered 
him from his friends, his relatives, and his religion 

There was a kind of cleavage in him, dividing his being 
into two As long as he had been active the two parts had co- 
alesced and dovetailed, giving an impression of solid 
strength But no sooner was he immobilized than the two 
parts feu asunder Here he was, with inactivity thrust upon 
him, and the wood-worm of his brain took advantage of it to 
gnaw obstinately at the weak cartilages that still linked the 
adolescent to the revolutionary 

Cristina gave Don Paolo a book on Catholic colonial mis- 
sions It contained many stories of the lives of missionaries, 
many tales of suffering and difficulties borne with biblical 
fortitude The fate of these men seemed in many ways sim- 
ilar to his own They had resolutely turned their backs on 
ordinary family life in order to live w'lthout compiomise 
They also had wished not to serve two masters But in real- 
ity they had served two masters, the Bible on the one hand 
and the interests of colonial capitalism on the other Life 
had betrayed them The intentions had been betravcd They 
believed themselves to be servants of the spirit, but in reality 
they were docile middlemen between the Church and the 
imperialist powers, many of them without realizing it Was it 
perhaps impossible to avoid serving two masters^ 

Don Paolo ended by convincing himself that that was 
the drama of every sincere revolutionary Pie h id once 
asked many militant members of his party what had led 
them to Marxism, and nearly all of them had confessed that 
their onginal impulse, as in his case, had been moral con- 
demnation of existing society He had read the biographies 
of many revolutionaries, and he had never yet discovered 
anyone who had become a revolutionary out of scientific 
conviction or economic calculation But in actual political 
life these idealist impulses were submitted to a sevi_ie test 
Don Paolo thought of the moral degradation that profes- 
sional political life imposed even on the best characters He 
was now completely convinced that his real reason for 
having decided to abandon his life of exile and cast himself 
into illegal work had been an instinctive need to escape 
from this examination of conscience and avoid having to 
admit his capitulation his betrayal, and live at such a pitch 
of intensity that he would not even have time to think of 
such things Unforeseen circumstances had brought his plan 
to nothing He was cut off from action and had been im- 
mobilized He had been brought back to the land in which 
he had grown up and put face to face with himself His in- 
ternal mechanism had broken down The two parts of which 
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It consisted no longer coalesced He knew it was impossible 
even to tli ik ot ridding himself of one lor the bcncfii ot the 
other Boih ot them were he He knew that it was impossible 
to revert to his adolescence and the msthological tenets of 
religion and hand his problems over to a tianscendent God 
He could not even it he wanted to, retire into private life, 
shut his mind to the inhuman fate of the pooi and accept 
the dictatoiship And it seemed impossible now to go on 
with his party life, accept its rules and customs intrigue lie, 
consider the inteiests of the party as the supieme good and 
judge moral values as pctty-bourgeois piejudices What was 
he to do'' 

Well he said to himself at one point, if I go on like this I 
shall go mad 

He became obsessed with the fear of going mad He had to 
repeat his leal name to himself, his real tiue name he hid all 
his priestly gaiments, and put them out of sight, he touched 
his knees his shoulders, his face, he hit his hand to find a 
last refuge against his moral perplexity m the fact ot his 
physical existence One day, in order to escape from his spir- 
itual torment ho dressed, left his room, went down into the 
garden spread a blanket on the earth, and lav down on it 
The warm earth, which had only recently thawed, sank be- 
neath his weight, like a woman s breast swollen with milk 
He rejoiced in its warmth, and tried to wriggle closer to it 
with movements of his legs and shoulders A procession of 
ants was descending fiom the fig tree and making its way 
along the ground quite near him Every insect was carrying 
something It only I could go to sleep and wake up tomor- 
row morning at dawn put a stick to mv donkey, and go to 
the vineyard Don Paolo said to himself If 1 could go to 
sleep and wake up, not only with healthy lungs but with a 
normal brain tree of all intellectual absti actions If only I 
could go back to real ordinary life If only 1 could dig, plow, 
sow, reap eain my living talk to other men on Sundavs 
read and stud> fulfill the law that says, 'In the sweat of 
thy face sh ilt thou eain thy bread ’ On further reflection 
Don Paolo decided that the root of his trouble lay in his in- 
fraction ot that law — m the irregular life he had been living, 
in cafes libraries, and hotels m having ludelv broken the 
chain that for centuries had bound his torcfatheis to the 
soil He was an outlaw not because he had contravened the 
arbitrary law's of the party in power but because of his in- 
fringement of that moic ancient law that said, ‘ In the svveat 
of thy face shall thou earn thy bread He had cease ' to 
be a peasant and he had not become a townsman It would 
never be possible foi him to icturn to the soil Still less W'ould 
it be poss bh for him ever to forget it 

An unexpected diveision from his torment was provided by 
a fearful stoim that descended on Pietrasecca one night 
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The weather had been oppressively hot and sultry, and the 
sun had been blinding glaring, and relentless Pietiasecca 
was like a furnace The earth burned as if veined bN sub- 
ten anean fires “Lord, send us a little water’ the peasants 
pia\ed and the Lord granted their pra\ei but in o\cr- 
abundant measure Clouds came swelling up fiom the plain 
of the Fucino and massed themselves above the vallcs A 
sulphurous light made the inhabitants shudder The village 
was seized with panic People gatheicd from ever\v\heie 
Mothers called their children and then hens at the tops of 
their voices It seemed an attack of collective madness 

Not a drop of rain has fallen yet Why is everybody so 
terrified' ’ said Don Paolo 

Before a quarter of an hour had passed the cataracts of 
heaven had opened The skv biiist ovei Piclrasecca The storm 
laid scige to the valley and advanced lelenticss to the assault 
of the mountain at the head of it Continuous lightning 
flashes rent the clouds, while a thunderous ban age, with 
cascades of water crashed down on the mountain and on 
Pietrasecca For thiec days and nights the deafening bom- 
bardment eontinued The mountain was successively at- 
tacked from all sectors, but it did not yield Miraculously it 
remained intact Pictrasccca, nestling to its side tried to hold 
out, too Don Paolo helped Matalena and Americo to barri- 
cade the doors and windows but water cime in everywhere 
The night was full of noises and cries for help but no one 
dared move out-of-doois toi fear of being overwhelmed by 
the storm Not till morning came did they learn that the 
wooden bridge had been swept away and a dozen houses 
flooded Matalena was nearly beside herself 

“If the house collapses again, who will rebuild it now that 
my husband is de,KP” the poor woman wailed in despair 

A few peasants succeeded in reaching the tower and ring- 
ing the ahum on the church bells Kettles were put outside 
the houses upside down, and mothers exposed ihcir hahics in 
swaddling-clothes at the windows These rites were designed 
to beseech pity ot the supernatural powers But they hid no 
pity The violence of the stoim did not abate There w.is no 
intermission in the onshuight on Pictrasccca and the moun- 
tains Reintorcenients kept on advancing fiom the v.illcv and 
being bulled against the mountain The mountain held out 
But would It be able to hold out much longci ' Bulls, 
wolves and snakes seemed to be dancing an inlernal jig 
around Malalena's inn Water came pouring in everywhere, 
and the w'lnd howled and whistled Fvciy now and then 
there wcie cues .and calls for help but they remained unan- 
swered Matalena dashed hither and thither like a slovenly, 
unkempt turv trying to stop the water that ran in through 
every crack Not till morning came was it known th il Gcr- 
ametta’s stable had been completely earned away by the 

73 



storm Of the donkey and the goat there was no trace Nicola 
Ciccavo’s house had collapsed and he and Marietta, his 
wife had managed to find refuge in a neighbor’s house The 
roof of Gervasio Amatorc’s house had caved in Gervasio 
and his daughters had been in bed, and one of the other 
girls had been seriously injured 

On the third day the rain continued and the thunder went 
on growling and roaring along the valley, but the violence of 
the storm had passed The valley was like a sodden gourd 
The village was full of water Every alley was a rivulet 
The cellars and ground floors of every house were flooded 
and littered with sand and stones brotight in by the water 
Road-menders came from Lama to repair the road from the 
valley, parts of which had been made imp issable by land- 
slides, and they threw up a temporary stiuctuie to replace 
the wooden bridge Everyone started grubbing among the 
debris for household property that had been carried away 
by the water Mud had penetiated everywhere The men 
crawling about in it looked like monstrous reptiles, croco- 
diles, or great tin tics Mastrangelo s cait had ended up in the 
stream Father and son spent hours ttying to drag it out 
“Heave'” the old man cried 
“Stop'’ 

“Heave'” 

“Stop'” 

They heaved and stopped and heaved and stopped but the 
cart refused to budge The wheels just slid in the mud 
Young Mastrangelo started whistling and lit a cigaiette 
“Don’t smoke' Puli'” the old man shouted But the young 
man went on smoking 

“Stop' Didn’t I tell you not to smoke'^” 

The father made for the young man as if to strike him 
“Cuise vou and the mother that bore you' I told you not 
to whistle and not to smoke' ’ he shouted 

Don Paolo attempted to intervene on the young man’s be- 
half 

“Whistling isn’t a sin,” he said 

“When you work you don t whistle or smoke, either” the 
old man answered ‘ Work isn’t a form of entertainment ” 
“Supposing he wants to yvhistle"” 

“He must wait till vvoik is over Work isn’t a form of en- 
teitainment Do you know the story of Giant Orlando sir'^ 
He walked a mile at every step One day he thought he 
yvould till the soil just lor tun He plowed without ever get- 
ting tired and when evening came he loosened the o\cn 
fiom the plow put them in one tiouseis pocket and the plow 
in the other and went to sleep Tnic p ss;d but nothing 
gieyv from Giant Oilando’s (lelds Nothing niig'it have been 
sown tn them at all Why^ Because they hadn t cost him any 
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effort To get any return from work, you have to suffer and 
sweat blood ” 

Father and son resumed their efforts to recover their cart 
Meanwhile some one noticed a trout in the swollen waters 
of the stream The whole village dashed to the stream ai med 
with baskets, reaping-hooks, sticks, and hoes, and started 
hunting for the trout, with savage cries and mutual incite- 
ments to the slaughter, but the trout had disappeared, and 
perhaps it wasn’t a trout at all 

Meanwhile the peasants who had gone to see what dam- 
age the storm had done to their fields were returning 

Pasquale Gerametta approached the priest, took off his 
hat, made the sign of the Cross, and said, with tears in his 
voice 

‘Please explain to me what God is doing'” 

Don Paolo was at a loss for an answer 

‘‘If your crop has been ruined, it is the fault of the storm,” 
he said 

Gerametta shook his head He apologized, and said he had 
no intention of taking the name of the Lord in vain He was 
not angry, but he wanted to discuss the matter 

‘If ram is not God’s business, what is His business'? If He 
has power over the ram and allows a storm to ruin poor 
people, what sort of God is He? Is there no justice He has 
to be afraid of?” 

Poor Gerametta had lost his stable, his donkey, his goat, 
and the entire crop of two fields at a single blow He consid- 
ered himself ruined for the rest ot his life He wanted to 
know who was accountable If it was not God, who was if? 

“If God allows poor families to be ruined is it possible 
that He's not accountable to anybody'?’ he asked 

Pasquandrea came up and said 

“A man goes and works at the Fucino for fourteen hours 
a day, good weather and bad for four hre a day He lives on 
bread and onions He lives like an animal all for the sake of 
buying a piece of land Altei sweating blood for ten years, 
he manages to buy a piece of land \ storm comes and de- 
stroys the crop He loses the land There’s no money to live 

on, to pay the taxes, to buy seed so he has to sell it He 

sells It and starts all over again He woiks like a be ist of 
burden for another ten years to be able to buy it back ” 

Mastrangelo interrupted and said 

“A poor man spends his whole life struggling for a little 
security, but he is never secure He builds a house, and 
there’s an earthquake or a flood and he s left without a roof 
over his head Fine security' He empciils his immortal soul 
for the sake of getting a piece of land and a little security 

for his family A storm comes and ruins the crop He is 

never secure, but always fives in fear ” 
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Giacinto Campobasso’s crop had been ruined, too He 
sought help ot his brothei-in-law, who had saved a little 
money He brought him to the priest and said 

“Mv crop has been destroyed The storm has uprooted ev- 
erything My land looks like a quarry This was to have been 
the first harvest since I bought it That piece of land has 
been the ruin of me I gave up smoking, I gave up drinking, 
I went barefooted in summer I wore nothing but rags I let 
my sixteen-year-old daughter die without calling the doctor, 
without buying medicine, without sending for the priest I 
lived on nothing but bread and sweated blood, all for the 
sake of that piece of land You are my brother-in-law and 
know these things, but 1 remind you of them now in the 
presence of a priest After buying that piece of land 1 had 
no money left 1 had to boriow to buy seed, two tubs and a 
donkey How can 1 repay now that the crop is destroyed'^ 
How can 1 buy seeds tor the next sowing?” 

Scaramclli shrugged his shoulders 
“Really, this is your affair ” he said 
Campobdsso wanted to put the matter beyond all possible 
doubt He went on 

“I shan’t sell the land, that’s certain If anyone has his 
eve on it and wants to take it 1 shall shoot him That land is 
a piece ot mv flesh Rather than sell it I’ll sell mvself and ray 
witc But It 1 don't pay the debt the land will be seized 
You are my brother-m-law and have some money, and you 
can help me ’ 

“Really, on my word of honor, we will have our own 
troubles to think about,” Scaiamelli said and went away 
The pi lest and Campobasso stayed talking a little while 
longei The piicst forgot he was a piiest and opened his 
heart to Campobasso 

“Theie is a great country” he said, “where for the first 
time in the history ot man the peasants aie tising to find se- 
curity bv otiici means than private property ” 

The priest and Campobasso were still together when Sca- 
ramelli came back on his donkey He crossed the bridge 
and took the road down the valley 
Campobasso went livid with rage 

“He’s going to the money-lender who lent me the money,” 
he said ' He’s alter mv land'” 

Don Paolo tried to calm him 

“Perhaps you aie mistaken,” he said “How do you know 
his intentions?” 

“He has wanted that land for a long time ” Campobasso 
said ‘He hated me lor being able to buy it befoie he could 
Now he s got a good opportunity of getting it The swine'” 
“Wouldn t YOU do the same’ Don Paolo asked 
“The swine' Campobasso repeated 
He ran home 
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“Light the lamp before the Madonna at once'” he ordered 
his wite “Go down on your knees and pray that disaster may 
overtake anyone who wants my land, whoever it may be' ’ 

‘ Who wants to take our land?” tus wife asked 
“Pray'” her husband ordered 

She lit the lamp, and under her husband’s eye started pray- 
ing to the Blessed Virgin to bring misfortune upon anyone 
who dared think of taking her husband’s land 

Don Paolo went back to his room, tired On the table he 
found the notebook containing his “Dialogues with Cristina ” 
He opened it, re-read a few lines, and was seized with great 
disgust for himself Under what he had written ho wrote 
“meanderings of an idle mind ” He went back to bed, but 
could not sleep It must have been late when he heard excited 
voices outside the inn Matalena came up and told him the 
news 

“Scaramelh has been brought back on a stretcher,” she said 
“He fell into the stream with his donkey at a place where 
there had been a landslide and the road hadn’t yet been re- 
paired The donkey’s dead, and he s got a broken leg ” 

Next day Teresa Scaraffa’s child was born It was not blind 
It was christened Paolo, out of gratitude to the priest who had 
saved its eyesight Two days later Sabetta’s child was born 
Don Cipnano came from Lama for the christenings A delega- 
tion of Pietrasecca fathers, led by Pasquale Geramctta, ap- 
proached the parish priest of Lama 

“The wrath of God is unleashed against us,” Gerametta 
said “The innocent have been made to suffer for the guilty 
Now we have no doubt left There is mortal sin in our valley ” 
“Our afflictions in this life will redound to our advantage 
in the next,” the old priest replied 

“There is mortal sin in our valley,” Gerametta went on “In 
the refiigium peccatorum, near the stream A young man of 
good family and a witch who came from the plain are living 
together in the house of the damned Now we have no doubt 
left If the authorities don’t put a stop to it, we shall be com- 
pelled to put a stop to it ourselves, by foice' ’ 

Don Paolo was also sent for 

“Now we have no doubt left,” said Gerametta “God wished 
to punish the mortal sin ” 

“We ought to burn the house down,” Campobasso said 
“We ought to demolish it,” said Mastrangelo “We ought to 
blow It up while the two are in bed 

Don Cipnano volunteered to attempt a pacific solution of 
the difficulty, provided Don Paolo who knew the woman, 
came with him Don Paolo had no wish for the authorities to 
intervene, so he consented to accompany the parish priest 
Giacinto Campobasso carried the two priests on his back 
across the still flooded stream and they w'cnt on towards the 
house alone, sinking into the mud up to their knees at every 
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step One half of the double front door was missing Don 
Paolo called Bianchina, but there was no reply The inside of 
the house was like a cavern The floor was a huge puddle The 
roof was half blown away Bianchina was curled up at the 
foot of the chimney, barefooted and unkempt She was weep- 
ing silently Near her Alberto was lying on a heap of damp 
straw, with a beard of several weeks, disheveled hair, the gov- 
ernment party emblem in his buttonhole 

“Have you brought anything to eat'^” Bianchina asked 
Don Cipnano had prepared a httle exhortation Bianchina 
mterrupted him 

“Haven’t you got anything to eat"^” she asked 
Don Cipnano turned to Alberto 

“I chnstened you, and prepared you for confirmation and 
for your first communion, ’ he said “It is I who am responsi- 
ble before God for your soul It was I who consecrated you a 
tertiary of St Francis ” 

Alberto looked at him blankly Bianchina wanted to say 
something, but Don Cipnano silenced her 

“When St Francis inaugurated the Third Order for the sal- 
vation of us all, in the castle called Cannano,” he said, “the 
air was full of singing swallows He gently asked them to be 
silent, and the swallows obeyed Try, signonna, to imitate 
them ’’ 

“But you are not St Francis,” Bianchina retorted 
Don Cipnano ignored the interruption and started talking 
of the Franciscan virtues, particularly that of purity, address- 
ing himself to Alberto 

“In one of the Fioretti we are told how the saint was once 
preaching in one of the countries of the Saracens by order of 
the Sultan of Babylon One night he went into an inn to rest, 
and there he met a Saracen woman, beautiful m body but im- 
pure in mind ” 

“I’m not a Saracen'” said Bianchina 

“The woman invited St Francis to sm T accept,’ said St 
Francis Let us go to bed’’” 

“There’s a saint for you,” said Bianchina 
“St Francis led the woman to an enormous fire He un- 
dressed and entered the flames and invited the woman to fol- 
low him and he with him in that marvelous bed But the 
woman was afraid ” 

“The woman was afraid’’” exclaimed Bianchina 
“The woman was atraid,” Don Cipnano repeated 
“If she had really loved St Francis, she wouldn’t have 
been afraid,” said Bianchina I shouldn’t have been afraid'” 
“You would not have been afraid’” the priest of Lama ex- 
claimed 

'Why wasn’t St Francis burned by the flames’’” Bianchina 
said “Because the fire within him was stronger than the fire 
ot burning wood Why was the Saracen woman atraid’’ Be- 
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cause she was cold and loveless St Francis invited her, and 
she was afraid That Saracen woman was a disgrace to the fe- 
male sex'” 

Alberto got up, went outside, and came back with some 
wood for the fire 

“It’s cold,” he said and lay down on the straw again 
Bianchina lit the fire The wood was damp, and it was diffi- 
cult to make it catch For lack of tongs Bianchina was com- 
pelled to use her fingers She ended by burning them, and 
burst into tears 

Don Cipriano had the bad taste to take his revenge 
“Oh,” he remarked, ‘so you are afiaid ot fiie?” 

This remark exasperated her 

“I certainly wouldn’t throw myself into the fire for you,” 
she replied “Or for my uncle the parish priest ot fossa, 
either' ’ 

“There is another fire,” the priest went on “An everlasting 
fire, for the damned The air is full of blinding smoke the 
stench of burning flesh the groans and gnashing of teeth ” 
“We know,” Alberto said Wc shall confess ’ 

“And if you don’t have time’'” said Don Cipnano “Suppose 
you had perished in the storm the oilier day'^” 

“We should have talked to God and tiied to make him un- 
derstand, ’ Bianchina replied If He wouldn t understand, so 
much the worse for Him ” 

So far Don Paolo had not spoken 
“Why don’t you get married" he asked 
“My family wouldn’t allow it,” said Alberto 
“Have you asked them'" ’ 

“My family wouldn’t allow it,” Alberto repeated “1 know 
them ” 

The two priests took their departure 

“Marriage is the only solution ” Don Cipnano said to Don 
Paolo “You had better talk to the family ” 

Giacinto Campobasso was waiting for them to help them 
over the stream again 

“What are they going to do'"’’ he asked 
“The whole thing will be ariangcd ' Don Cipnano said 
“You can tell that to the others The whole thing will be ar- 
ranged ” 

Don Paolo regretted his assumption of the task of talking to 
the Colamartini family He felt himselt quite unsuitCLl loi the 
role of matchmaker He therefore put oft the mailer from day 
to day 

One afternoon a priest from Chicti arrived at Pietrasccca 
for a short visit He had been Cnstiiia s spiiilu il dmcoi iiid 
confessor at school He ariivcd in a caiiiage and ht wished 
to see Don Paolo Spada betorc leaving again two hoiiis later 
“Signonna Colamartini spoke of vou with great admira- 
tion,” the priest said to Don Paolo ‘As I was passing through 
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the Marsica, I made a point of making a detour to Pietrasec- 
ca, yielding to the prayers and wishes of the Mother Superior 
and the sisters who are very fond of Signonna Colamartini, 
and are sad that she is not yet among them ” 

Don Paolo was anxious not to raise the slightest suspicion 
about his identity in the priest’s mind 

“1 have remained a complete stranger to any discussions 
that may have taken place within the Colamartim family,” 
was all he said 

“And so have I,” replied the spiritual director, “nor has it 
been my intention during my visit here to exercise any pres- 
sure on the young lady Nevertheless, 1 thought it my duty to 
find out what is making her postpone obeying a vocation to 
which she is called beyond any possibility of doubt ” 

“Signonna Cristina might also be very useful here at Pie- 
trasecca,” Don Paolo permitted himself to observe 

“Undoubtedly,” the spiritual director replied “Undoubted- 
ly, provided Signonna Cristina’s purely human qualities only 
are taken into account But 1 do not see how her truly excep- 
tional intelligence and sensibilities can develop and be put to 
account m a place as primitive as this And m Signonna 
Cristina there is something else She is one of those predes- 
tined beings who on this earth already form part of the gen- 
eration pure as light, and carry on their brows the name of 
the Lamb Their clothing is tinted with the blood of their daily 
immolation They do not look where they go, but blindly fol- 
low where the Lamb leads them ” 

The fluency and unction of the spiritual director's ornate 
eloquence reminded Don Paolo of the Jesuit preachers who 
had visited his school 

“Signonna Cristina has made a profound impression on 
me, too,” he said “Nevertheless, I would not say it was an 
evil for her to remain a little while longer among such needy 
people ’’ 

The spiritual director, disappointed, took his leave, and de- 
parted in his carnage 

One night Don Paolo was invited to the Colamartini house 
He was received by Don Pasquale in a big kitchen with 
smoke-stained walls Three old women, white, cold, and si- 
lent, were seated round a big nutwood table Cnstina intro- 
duced him 

“This IS my grandmother, this is my aunt, this is my 
mother ” 

An odor of wax and honey hung m the air Don Paolo had 
a feeling of simplicity and treshne.ss, as though he had be- 
‘ come a child again But the three old women sitting round 
the table recalled memories of other landowning families 
Matalena had, ot course, gossiped about the Colamaitini Cris- 
tina’s mother, she had told him, was half-witled She was al- 
ways laughing but her intelligence was that of a child of five 
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Moreover, she was ten years older than her husband and 
Don Pasquale had married her solely for the sale of her 
dowry The whole family had been living on that dowiy for 
many years The peasants hated the Colamartim for their 
meanness Cristina’s grandmother was a real tyrant Don Pas- 
quale could do nothing against her will 

She told Don Paolo she was eighty-six years old and had 
had six sons, of whom two were dead one was m the Argen- 
tine, and two were in North America All had maintained the 
family honor, and the old woman could really not complain 
of her sons But her grandchildren'^ Of her grandchildren it 
was better not to speak The new generation was destroying 
what its forefathers had spent centuries putting together 
“I am not talking of Cristina,” the old woman said 
“Women are not the same as men But when there is no man, 
woman must take his place I was left a widow at the age of 
thirty-five, and I was tather and mother to mv children ” 
“You did not marry again Don Paolo asked 
The old woman looked at him in surprise 
“I loved my husband, ’ she said “How could f marry any- 
body else? My husband, may the Lord rest his soul, was a 
fine young man He has been dead tor more than fit tv years, 
but I still love him ” 

Cristina was washing the floor Don Paolo scarcely dared 
look at her He discovered what purity meant what it meant 
to make chastity the guardian over one’s body 

The three old women got up and took their departure to 
go and tell their beads in their own rooms Cristina remained 
to entertain the guest She would tell her beads later, by 
herself 

The Colamartim kitchen reminded Don Paolo of his own 
home, which had been destroyed bv the earthquake Uten- 
sils of beaten copper, pots and pans and hds of all shapes, 
covered the whole of one wall Two big grated windows 
looked out onto the garden, which contained few flowers but 
many box hedges, high as walls Some beehives weie at the 
bottom of the garden To Don Paolo it was like re-entering 
familiar surroundings 

“My seedsman recently offered me some ‘Queen Helena’ 
dahlias, some Empire’ carnations and some Mother Italy’ 
violets,” Don Pasquale said “I hastened to inquire vthether 
this meant that the dahlias had been cultivated by Queen 
Helena, that the carnations came fiom the imperial gardens, 
and that the violets came from the gardens ot the King s late 
mother But I was told that the names had no relation what- 
ever to the seeds and that they might just as well have been 
called something else So I did not buy them I could not 
admit bastard flowers with titles of false nobility to my gar- 
den ” 

At one end of the table Cristina was ironing and folding 
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tableclothes, towels, and napkins, and replacing them in 
wicker baskets 

“Do you know Don Benedetto of Rocca dei Marsi'^” Don 
Pasquale asked the priest 

“Don Benedetto'^” Don Paolo asked in surprise “Why do 
you ask''” 

“He advised Cristina not to take the veil,” Don Pasquale 
answered “Don Benedetto is an old family friend of ours, 
he IS a saintly man and is hated by the ecclesiastical au- 
thorities There is no doubt that there have been very few 
saints who have not been suspected and persecuted by the 
Church ” 

Cristina had finished her ironing and now she lit the fire 
She went down on her knees in front of the fireplace, and 
blew on the flames, which were slow to catch "The fagots 
were of tresh wood and were very smoky 

“I should like to know vour opinion about what Cristina 
should do,” said Don Pasquale “That you did not hasten to 
express one gives me pleasure But will you tell me if I ask 
you as a favor''” 

For a moment Don Paolo made no reply 
“Here at Pietrasecca 1 have been reminded of three pro- 
found words trom the Bible,” Don Paolo said "Jesus autem 
tacebat I cannot give you a better answer than that ” 
Cristina laughed whole-heartedlv She was sitting at the 
other side of the fire with hei head in the shadow of the 
chimney, and Don Paolo could not see her, because he was 
blinded by the flames Her voice came from darkness 
“God IS everywhere even at Pietrasecca ” she said 
Don Pasquale offered Don Paolo some wine A bottle of 
red wine and a bottle of white wine were on the table 

“The red wine comes from a country of sand beaten by 
the sirocco,” said Don Pasquale “The white wine comes 
from a Malmsey vineyard, from a country beaten by the 
north wind ” 

The red wine was strong and left a sweet flavor at the bot- 
tom of the glass The white wine was transparent, had a 
bitter-sweet taste, and gave one a sensation of shuddering in 
the bones 

“The wine for Don Benedetto’s Masses comes from my 
cellar,” said Don Pasquale “I send him two barrels every 
year as soon as they have fermented ” 

The fire went out Cristina’s head neck, and shoulders 
emerged from the darkness She was drinking her wine in 
little sips like a sparrow 

“If there has been selfishness on the part of the family re- 
garding Cristina I ask you to believe that it has not been the 
dominant motive Cristina is free” 

“Even the wolves don’t want me,” said Cristina, in a 
joking tone 
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“The wolves'^” asked Don Paolo 
Her father told a story of Cristina’s childhood 
“She was still in the cradle,” he said, “and as she was 
very fond of sheep and it was warm in winter m the sheep- 
fold, one evening we left her m her cradle among the sheep 
for a few hours A wolf entered the fold and had time to kill 
two sheep I heard the loud bleating of the flock and hurried 
to the fold with my dogs, but the wolf escaped ” 

“Was Cristina asleep?” asked Don Paolo 
“She was not only awake, but sitting up in her cradle She 
had seen the wolf, but wasn’t a bit frightened No doubt she 
took it for a bad dog that was eating the sheep ” 

“As soon as I saw it biting the sheep I started calling 
father, but my voice was drowned by the bleating,” Cristina 
said 

“Perhaps the wolf saw that she was too small, and in- 
tended to come back for her when she was bigger,” said Don 
Paolo with a laugh 

“I’ll be able to take care of myself,” said Cristina 
Don Paolo reflected a moment and then said 
“There are many kinds of wolves There are wolves who 
look like Iambs ” 

Cristina’s father agreed 

“We are old and soon we shall die,” he said “A voung 
woman cannot live alone If a serious match presented it- 
self, would It be prudent not to consider it^” 

“I am already betrothed,” Cristina replied 
Her father and Don Paolo looked at her in surprise 
“I am already betrothed,” she went on “to the Only Hus- 
band Who does not betray, the only One Who does not 
weary, the only One Who does not divorce, Who wants no 
dowry, does not die, and wants everything, body and soul, 
day and night, for the twelve hours of the day and the twelve 
hours of the night ” 

“And then the Colamartmi family will come to an end,” 
said Don Pasqualc “A scapegrace son, and a nun for a 
daughter ” 

“I spent many vigils and reflected much before under- 
standing what IS essential and what is illusory in life,” said 
Cristina 

The three remained silent for a long time in the semi- 
darkness of the kitchen Cristina went up to the first floor to 
put the ironed linen back in the cupboard 

“I have four pieces ot land left, ’ said Don Pasquale, “two 
planted with vines and two for sowing Up to a few years 
ago I drew about seven thousand lire a year trom the wine 
Now, because of the plant lice the yield of the new vine- 
yards, reconstructed at great sacrifice, is not even so much 
as a few hundred liie If 1 bought wine at market instead of 
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getting It from my own vineyards, it would cost me only 
one-third as much ” 

The old man got up and fetched his account book from a 
drawer 

“The lands for sowing,” he went on, “barely yield enough 
to pay the laborers, although their wages have dropped to 
four or five lire a day, which isn’t much On top of it I have 
to pay taxes For some years I have been wondeiing why I 
go on cultivating them They do not even yield enough to 
feed me Every year 1 have to find the money to buy eight 
hundredweight of wheat, two hundred lire's worth of greens 
and vegetables, and about three hundred lire’s worth of 
cheese, meat, cod, and flour On top of that there is the ma- 
terial for one’s clothes and boots because one cannot go 
barefooted In all I have to draw five thousand lire every 
year from the family’s last reserves, which represent the 
savings of fifty years ” 

“Depression,” Don Paolo suggested 

“Bankruptcy,” Don Pasquale answered "We have a gov- 
ernment which says it has saved law and order but has 
brought us to a state of bankruptcy We sink lower every 
year If it were not for family pride which pi events me from 
selling these lands, which have belonged to the Colamartim 
tor centuries, I should have got rid of them long ago. m my 
own interest The soil no longer yields anything The citv de- 
vours everything I have an old house near Lama It is now 
used as a stable, and I have let it In order to comply with 
the laws I had to spend exactly six times the amount of the 
rent on it Fourteen different dues and taxes are payable on 
the rent, stamp duty, transcription charge tax on number- 
ing agreement emolument to notary, registration tax tax for 
copying agreement, charge for formal transfer of lease, 
copies tor registrar and parties to the agi cement, various 
costs and postages, and receipt stamps ” 

“It’s bankiuptcy,” said Don Paolo 

“It’s the end,” said Don Pasquale “A hectoliter of 
Apulian wine costs forty lire, though the cost of pioduction 
IS more than a hundred It you sell your wine you have to 
pav eighty-five lire consumption tax, or double the price of 
the wine itself Fifteen years ago vineyards w'cre worth 
about fifty thousand lire per hectare Today there are no 
buyers at one-tenth ot that amount ” 

“How do the small proprietors fare'^” asked Don Paolo 
“In theorv small pioprictorship is a fine thing” said Don 
Pasquale “Every peasant aspires to be a small landowner 
Those who attain their ambition arc worse off than the rest 
You can’t cultivate without capital About seventy years ago 
Monsignor’s land, the ecclesiastical demesne, was sold 
cheaply and divided up among the peasants After a few 
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years the peasants were forced to sell, and the whole area 
IS now in the hands of two or three big landowners You 
can’t cultivate without money ” 

‘How about the peasants^” asked Don Paolo 
“They are better off than I,” answered Don Pasquale 
“Flesh used to suffering doesn’t feel the pain ’’ 

' They too are Christians of flesh and blood,” the priest re- 
marked 

“No peasant has ever died of sorrow,” replied Don Pas- 
quale, “though 1 have known one to die on hearing good 
news Mdstrangelo s lather, may the Lord rest his soul was 
a servant boy in my father s house We were ot the same age, 
so we did our military service together, at Ancona On our 
last day we each bought a lottery ticket Mastrangelo’s ticket 
won It was two thousand lire I made the mistake ol telling 
him the good news without preparing him for it properly He 
collapsed and died on the spot His heart could not contain 
so much happiness ” 

Cristina had finished putting the washing away, and she 
came down to keep the two men company again Don Pas- 
quale kept two cows a mare, and a heifer in a stable be- 
hind the house, and he went to attend to them Don Paolo 
was left alone with Cristina 

“Don Cipnano and I visited Bianchina and Alberto a few 
days ago,” he said 

“I know,” said Cristina 

“They are in a very bad way,” said the priest 
“I can imagine it, ’ the girl answeied 
“They would like to get married,” said the priest “Per- 
haps that’s the only solution ” 

“That’s impossible,’ said Cristina 
The priest could not see why 

“The Colamartini cannot become connected to the Gira- 
sole,” Cristina explained 

Don Paolo did not understand 

“My father would regard it as a disgrace not only to him- 
self, but to all his forbears, ’ the girl said 

“This has nothing to do with the forbears but with Al- 
berto,” said Don Paolo 

“It’s impossible ” said Cristina, with finality “There can 
be no discussion about family honor” 

“Is that what you think too'^” said the priest m surprise 
“Of course ” said the girl 
They went on to talk about the storm 
“It did a lot of damage ’ said Don Paolo “I do not un- 
derstand why after every Hood and every storm the houses 
are always rebuilt next to the stream and not behind \our 
house, for instance, where they would be higher and pcrlcctly 
safe ” 
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“The land beside the stream is cheaper,” Ciistina said 
“The land up there behind the stable belongs to my father, 
but the peasants won’t pay the fair price ” 

“But next to the stream they are in constant danger,” Don 
Paolo replied 

“Life IS like that ” said Cristina 

Don Paolo nearly retorted rudely He checked himself in 
time He felt profoundly disgusted with Cristina He man- 
aged to control himself sufficiently to ask a question 

“Have you nevei thought of justice as an ideal capable of 
being realized in this world among men’” he asked 
“Our Kingdom is not of this world ’ Cristina replied 
“But the land behind the stable is of this world Why is 
it refused to people who would be safer on it than beside 
the stream'^” 

“God made nch and poor.” answered Cristina “Every 
man is answerable to God for what he has received One 
must be content with one’s lot ” 

“f do not understand,” said Don Paolo “You wish to enter 
a convent and renounce the world but you are unwilling to 
renounce the land behind the stable ” 

“I personally renounce everything,” said Cristina “But 
my family h.is a rank which it must maintain " 

Don Pasquale returned from the stable and the priest rose 
and went back to his hotel He was tunous with Cristina 
The fascination she had exercised over him had vanished 
The thing that had snapped inside him fifteen years before, 
when he had revolted against the cold and pitiless hypoc- 
nsy of the Church people, snapped again inside him now 
The cloth he wore had prevented him from speaking to Cris- 
tina as she deserved He found it galling not to be able to 
speak out and tell his priggish little would-be saint exactly 
what he thought of her and her false religion In the end, to 
relieve his Icelings a little, he sat down at the tabic and 
started wilting in his diary what he would have liked to say 
to Cristina if prudence had not forbidden it 

“Barnyard selfishness,” he began, ‘ is the most degraded 
and beastly kind of selfishness of all ” And on he went m the 
same vein 
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Chapter VI 


Spring passed and summer came, cherries were over and 
the corn was ripening Don Paolos healih was much boiler, 
so he made efforts to escape the boredom of the female at- 
mosphere that surrounded him He avoided meeling Ciis- 
tina and tried lo establish relations with the peasants 
The peasants were away all day long They returned to Pi- 
etrasecca in the evening, after sunset in small groups walk- 
ing behind their donkeys, which were laden with their tools 
Don Paolo would see them fiom his window, slowly 
coming up the valley, walking with their typical crouching 
walk, which they acquired from their perpetual bending over 
the soil, hoeing and weeding, and also from the force of sug- 
gestion, the habit of servitude Now that Don Paolo was bet- 
ter, he left the house to escape from the continuous lamen- 
tations of Matalena, who was already living in terror of the 
next storm, to escape ftom the complaints of the other 
women, who were knitting and removing lice from them- 
selves outside the inn, to escape from the breviary and the 
Eternal Maxims, and from the youthful phantoms which he 
had believed dispersed but which, taking advantage of his 
solitude and physical weakness had returned to haunt him 
But above all he wished to avoid meeting Cristina 

He crossed the bridge, which still consisted of loose 
boards, took the road down the valley, and sat dowm on a 
stone to await the peasants returning from the fields Don 
Paolo felt like a machine that has broken down and been to 
the repair shop, but is almost mended and works again and 
has resumed its usual rhythm 

The first to appear were old Sciatap and his son, with 
Garibaldi a few paces ahead of them, laden with tools 
Sciatap stopped and said 

“I’ve been wanting to speak to you for some time sir but 
I was told you had a cough, and 1 didn t want to disturb 
you ” 

“The cough is better now,” said Don Paolo 
“It’s about my son ’ the old man said He has been trying 
to join the carabinieri the government mililia, but so tar they 
haven’t taken him Perhaps you could give him a recommen- 
dation, sir ” 

“Do you really want to join the carabinieri?” the priest 
asked the young man 
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“Of course,” he said “People talk ill of them, out of envy. 
They work little and earn well ” 

“It’s not a question of working little or much,” the priest 
replied “The point is this You are a workingman, a peas- 
ant If you become a carabiniere, your superiors may order 
you to shoot at dissatisfied peasants, as happened not far 
from here, at Sulmoma, at Pratola, and at Prezza ” 

Sciatap agreed 

“Don Paolo is quite nght,” he said “To live at all well 
you’ve got to sell your soul There’s no other way Once 
upon a time a big devil lived in a cave, clothed all in black, 
with a top-hat and his fingers full of rings, like a banker 
Three peasants went to him and asked ‘What must we do 
to live well, without working"^’ The devil said ‘Bring me a 
soul, a living soul ’ The peasants went away, took a cat, 
wrapped it up just like a new-born baby, and took it to the 
devil ‘Here is a soul, a really innocent soul,’ they said In re- 
turn the devil handed them a book which gave all the direc- 
tions for living well without working But while they were 
going away with it the cat started miaowing The devil dis- 
covered he had been tricked The magic book disappeared in 
flames in the men’s hands A cat’s no good You need a soul, 
a real soul ” 

“Very well,” said his son “I shall do the same as the 
others Meanwhile my application has not been accepted 
There are too many applicants ” 

“There are too many souls,” Sciatap concluded “The 
earthquake and the epidemics and the war weren’t enough 
There reaUy are too many souls ” 

“What remains to a man who has sold his souP” the priest 
asked 

“There’s always a way of arranging things as long as you’re 
alive,” Sciatap replied “Whats the Church tor^ Does the 
Church forbid the carabinieri to shoot ^ When the Corpus 
Christi procession takes place at Fossa, four, carabinieri al- 
ways walk behind the Blessed Sacrament in full uniform You 
said that at Pratola the carabinieri shot at the peasants That 
means that afterwards they confessed But what about the 
dead peasants'^ Who confessed themt In this life they suffered 
from cold, and m the next they’ll sufTcr from fire ” 

“I am very sorry,” said Don Paolo, “but I don’t know any- 
one to recommend you to I don t know any officers m the 
carabinieri ” 

In the meantime the donkey had walked on 
“Ganbaidd” Sciatap called out 
But the donkey took no notice and went on its way 
“He doesn’t listen to me because he s hungry and knows 
that his stable and his straw are not far away,” he said 
“When he’s hungry he even forgets his own name ” 
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The old man and his son said good-night and walked on to 
overtake the donkey 

A little later a drunken peasant passed, riding a donkev He 
was swaying from side to side He kicked and stiuek the 
donkev each time he recovered himself 

Will you go straight \es oi no' he kept saving 
A gioup of peasants appeared walking with Magascia’s 
cart Bersaghera who was drawing the cait was thinnei than 
ever Magascia introduced the other men to Don Paolo, who 
walked homeward with them 

“We’ve been to market, ’ said Magascia 
“Did you sell welP ’ the priest asked 
“All prices have gone down, said Magascia “They had 
fixed maximum prices at which we were allowed to sell We 
didn’t want to sell, but we had to, otherwise they would have 
confiscated our produce ’’ 

“They fix maximum prices for country produce, but there’s 
no price-fixing for town produce, which has gone up,” one of 
the men walking beside the cart said 

‘Giacinto Campobasso was arrested by the carabinieri for 
rebellion ’’ said Magascia ‘ As soon as he heard about the 
price-fixing he wanted to go back to Pietrasecca without sell- 
ing ’’ 

A big man, named Damele Maglictta wearing a large hat 
pulled askew over his bearded face, was walking beside the 
carter 

‘ Damele had a sick donkev It certainly won’t live another 
month ” Magascia confided to the priest He took it to maiket 
and sold it to a Fossa woman as sound in wind and limb ’’ 

“I shall confess next Easter,” Damele said 
The whole group laughed 

A youth named Luigi Banduccia who looked as if he were 
drunk, was walking on one side of the cart 

“Banduccia went to a tavern at Fossa ate and drank and 
stood drinks all round, and then went inlo the gaidcn as 
though he were going to relieve himselt but he jumped over 
the wall and got away without paying ” Magascia confided 
to the piiest 

“I shall confess next Easter too ” Banduccia said 
Everybody laughed again Don Paolo lookcd^at these poor 
people, accustomed to being cheated and robbed, who had 
been legally cheated and robbed bv the aulhorities that day, 
and tried to get their own b,ick bv cheating and robbing other 
poor people and naivelv boasted ol it The manner of several 
of these poor peasants their wav of laughing and talkine be- 
trayed craftiness an animal-like scihshness thev looked like 
habitual thieves and pilfeicrs and this was reinforced by the 
respect in which they were held by the other poor people, who 
had no other defense 
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“When the landlady, Signora Rosa Girasole, discovered I 
had gone, she tried to make Biagio Vaccaro pay my bill,” 
Luigi Banduccia went on “She said he ought to pay because 
he came from Pietrasecca, too The poor lady made a bad 
choice If people hadn’t interfered he would have smashed 
the whole place He picked up a log of wood and threw it at 
her If it had hit her it would have killed her ” 

Biagio was the strongest peasant in the valley, and Don 
Paolo had heard him spoken of with great admiration before 
“Biagio has been to prison for violence three times,” some- 
body else said ' He’s a man who makes himself respected ” 
“It’s no disgrace to hit, it’s a disgrace to be hit,” Banduccia 
said 

“The first time Biagio went to prison it was for breaking 
his father’s arm with a hatchet,” Magascia said “Before he 
died the old man said to me, ‘My son broke my arm, but I’m 
glad he’s so strong’ ” 

The others went on telling stories of Biagio’s prowess, but 
Don Paolo stopped listening 

Although the peasants talked quite freely in his presence, 
these casual encounters left him dissatisfied He felt more like 
a tourist talking to people casually encountered by the way- 
side than a revolutionary working among the masses he rep- 
resented He felt he was in a ridiculous position, and this 
made him decide to try a risky experiment He decided to 
try to surmount the obstacle of his priestly clothing, pene- 
trate farther into the peasants’ real feelines, and find out 
whether it was possible to make himself understood by them 
It would, of course be impossible to talk to them publicly or 
in a group not only because it would be imprudent, but also 
because it would be ineffective An agitator inciting to action 
must talk at the top of his voice and to a crowd He must 
excite and be excited, exalt and be exalted But to establish 
relations between man and man, to inspire confidence and 
have confidence, to exchange ideas and not words two men 
must be alone together talk softly and with many pauses, 
the better to be able to reflect One by one Don Paolo reviewed 
m his mind those peasants whom he already knew, wish- 
ing to select one to make friends with But for one rea- 
son or another he instinctively rejected them all But there 
was a youth in the group now returning from market with 
Magascia who did not speak but kept looking intently at the 
priest He was barefooted badlv dressed tall and thin The 
hair ruffled over his brow gave him a wild look which con- 
trasted with his kind c\es which were like those of a tame 
domestic dog Don P.iolo looked at him and smiled The 
youth smiled too anil came near him After the group crossed 
the bridge at Pictr,isccca and dissolved, Don Paolo took the 
youth by the arm and stopped him 
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“I should like to talk to you,” he said “I should like to 
know what you think about some things ” 

The young man smiled and walked towards his cottage 
Don Paolo followed him Every now and then the young man 
turned and looked at the priest without speaking, but his eyes 
betrayed his emotion 

“I want to talk to you as man to man,” Don Paolo said 
“Forget for a moment that I am wearing a priest’s clothing 
and that you are a poor peasant ” 

The young mans home was rather like a pig-sty You had 
to bend to enter the door, which also served as chimney In 
the darkness it was possible to discein with difficulty that 
there was barely room for a straw mattress, which was spread 
on the stone floor and tor a nanny-goat that w'as chewing 
the cud on some filthy straw The stench was too much for 
Don Paolo, who sat dowm at the threshold, while the youth 
prepared his evening meal 

“There is a country,” Don Paolo began, “a great country 
in the east of Europe It is a great plain cultivated with 
wheat, a great plain inhabited bv millions of peasants ” 

The young man cut some corn bread sliced two tomatoes 
and an onion, and offered them to the priest with a piece of 
bread There were still traces ot earth on his swollen scarred 
hands The knife he cut the bread with looked as if it were 
used for everything Don Paolo shut his eyes and tried to 
swallow the bread 

“There is a land,” he said “a great land in which the peas- 
ants of the country have joined with the workers ot the city ” 
Meanwhile Matalena had been going from house to house, 
searching for her lodger At last she found him 
“Dinner has been ready for an hour ” she said 
“1 m not hungry,” Don Paolo said “Go back to the mn, be- 
cause my friend here and I have a lot to talk about yet 
“But haven’t you noticed he’s deaf and dumb and only un- 
derstands signs'^” Matalena asked 

The young man was sitting at the threshold of his hovel, 
beside the priest Don Paolo looked him in the face and saw 
that his eyes were slowly filling with tears 

“It doesn t matter Go back to the inn I m not hungry,” 
the priest said to Matalena 

The two men remained seated at the threshold of the hovel, 
alone, the one with the gift of speech was silent now, too 
Every now and then the two looked at each other and smiled 
Day had faded into evening and now night came Don Paolo 
coughed once or twice The deaf-mute got up fetched the 
blanket that covered his straw mattiess and carefully put it 
round his guest’s shoulders Then Don Paolo rem_mbcied 
that this man would have to get up early in the moining and 
go to work, so he arose, shook hands with him, and bade him 
good-night 
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On the ground floor of the inn there was a bar to which 
peasants came every night to pla> and drink It contained 
two greass tables, some shaky chairs, and a colored pnnt of 
the Moor of Venice The corners of the room were used for 
storing provisions There were sacks of potatoes, beans, and 
lentils There was alwavs a plate of salted roast chick-peas on 
one table, to make the customers thirsty The customers 
chewed chick-peas, drank, chewed tobacco, drank again, and 
spat This cycle went on uninterruptedly so that w'hen Don 
Paolo came in he always had to be careful not to slip The 
older men were nearly always talking of famines and epi- 
demics of days gone by, and the young men were nearly al- 
ways talking about the town 

A boorish grumpy old man named Favm was always seated 
in one corner He was perpetuallv staring at the floor and 
moying his jaws, like an animal chewing the cud He was the 
first to arriye and the last to leaye and when he went he was 
so drunk that he could hardly stand His sons his daughters, 
and his wife would come and try to fetch him home, but 
nothing would make him budge 

“There’s wine at home Why don’t you drink the wine from 
our vineyard'^ ’ his wife asked him 
I don t like It,” he said 

Matalena exchanged some wine with Fava’s wife 
“Now you must stay at home, ’ his wife said ' We’ve got 
the kind of wine you like” 

But the old man persisted on coming to the inn as usual 
In the end his wite started berating Matalena 

“You mustn’t give him anything to drink,” she said “If 
he wants to drink he must come home ” 

It made no difference Every evening Fava came to the mn 
and sat in his usual place 

When Don Paolo entered, Mastrangelo was playing cards 
with Nicola Ciccavo 

“When I saw you talking to the deaf-mute sir, I thought it 
was a miracle, but it was only a mistake,” said Mastrangelo 
Don Paolo sat down at the table with the two men 
“It wasn t a miracle and it wasn’t a mistake ” he said 
“The lad is very intelligent,” said Nicola ’ Perhaps the 
Lord made him deaf and dumb as a punishment ” 

The two men went on playing 

“How will you get through the year now that the crops 
are ruined'^” Don Paolo asked 

“It it IS possible to die of hunger we should have been 
dead long ago ’ said Nicola 

“Don't you think that one day things might altert” asked 
Don Paolo 

Yes,” said Nicola “When the patient’s dead the doctor ar- 
rives ” 

Don Paolo grew reckless 
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“Haven’t you ever heard that there are countries where 
things are different'^’ he asked 
This time Mastrangelo replied 

“Yes,” he said “There are countries different from ours 
God put grass where there are no sheep and sheep where 
there is no grass ” 

Don Paolo telt he was groping in the dark He dropped aU 
caution and asked 

“In the city at least so I’ve heard there are people who 
suffer fiom lack of liberty Have you ever suffered from lack 
of liberty'^” 

The reply was slow in coming Mastrangelo refilled his wine- 
glass, emptied it, went over to the door then came back and 
sat down again as though he had not heard the question 
“Liberty^” he said ‘There’s only too much ot it Once 
upon a time a girl was not allowed to be alone with her 
fiance before marriage ” 

“I am not talking of that ” said Don Paolo “I am not talk- 
ing of the behavior of engaged couples ” 

‘I see ” said Mastrangelo 

He lit his pipe and smoked His pipe went out and he emp- 
tied the remains into his hand and put them in his pocket 
After a long silence he produced his reply 

“I see, sir ’ he said “You are talking of married people 
With us things have remained as they were, but down in the 
plain there s only too much liberty ” 

“I see,” said Don Paolo, and gave up trying to go on with 
the conversation 

On Sunday nights the bar was always full and continual 
rows and quarrels broke out among the peasants After drink- 
ing, they nearly always came to blows Don Paolo upstairs m 
his room, would hear men going and coming until late at 
night, and listen to the noise ot the chairs and the clatlenng 
of the glasses, and the sudden flaring up ot argumcnls lol- 
lowed by shouts, cries bangs curses tables and chairs being 
upset, and glasses and bottles being used as projectiles 

“Be quiet'” Matalena implored “Don Paolo is upstairs, 
asleep'” 

“I want to talk to him'” Francesco Grascia started shout- 
ing “Make him come down' 1 want to talk to him'” 

“It’s impossible,’ said Matalena He’s asleep ” 

“I must talk to him' I must talk to him' ’ Grascia went 
on shouting 

Don Paolo dressed and came downstairs 
“Who wants me’” he asked 

The quarreling stopped and everybody started offering the 
priest dunks He thanked them, tiled to excuse hinis^lt but 
in the end he was forced to make the circuit of the bar, 
touching every glass with his lips 
“Who wants mef” he asked again 
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Francesco Grascia came forward 

“My patron saint is San Francesco of Paolo, the Calabian 
saint,” he said “I’ve got a picture of him at home When 1 
need help I make my wife pray to him To be perfectly frank, 
he doesn’t grant many petitions, but I used to think it was 
my wife’s fault for not being able to convince him'” 

“I am not interested in these things,” said the priest 
“I used to think it was my wife’s fault ” Grascia went on, 
“but it’s not her fault at all, but the picture's, which is a 
false one In my picture San Francesco has a beard, but I 
went to a church at Sulmona where I saw a picture of San 
Francesco of Paolo without a beard My picture was sold to 
me by Don Cipnano, the priest of Lama How can a priest 
sell false s.iints'^” 

“What did Don Cipnano say about iC” Don Paolo asked 
“When I got back from Sulmona I went to see him about it 
straight away,” Grascia said ‘ ‘Through your fault I’ve in- 
trusted my life to a false saint’ I told him ‘Whenever I had 
toothache I use to light an oil-lamp before that picture and 
the oil got used up, but the toothache remained ’ Don Ci- 
pnano told me that the resemblance was of no importance, 
and that what mattered was the devotion But if the resem- 
blance isn t important, why have the picture ’’ If my son, who 
is a soldier sends me his photograph and I see that it isn't 
his photograph but somebody else’s, is there any reason why 
I should hang it on the walP Why should I have any respect 
for It at alP” 

A profound silence had fallen on the bar, and everybody 
waited for the priest’s reply 

“Magascid has a beaid” the priest said “If he had his 
photograph taken now, he’d have a beard in the picture But 
if next year he shaved his beard of! and had his photograph 
taken again there would be no beard in the picture Which 
of the photographs would be true and which would be false'^” 
“They would both be true,” Grascia replied 
“How many Magascias are theret” asked the priest 
“Only one,” said Grascia 

“So, although there’s only one Magascia there would be 
two different pictures of him That is what happened with San 
Francesco of Paolo ” 

Don Paolo’s reply had an enormous success Everybody 
present shouted and offered him drinks He had to make the 
circuit of the bar and touch everybody’s glass with his lips 
again Then he said good-night and went up to his room But 
before he was m bed they weie shouting tor him again 
Four youths playing settemezzo had started n quarrel about 
the king ot diamonds In settemezzo the king of diamonds is 
the most impoitant card Mataicna only had two packs of 
cards, and in both the king ot diamonds was so woin and 
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easily recognizable that it was impossible for the game to be 
fair Daniele Maghetta made a proposal to avoid disputes 
“Since the king of diamonds is recognizable, let us substi- 
tute, say, the three of spades for it The king of diamonds 
which is recognizable, will count as the three of spades and 
the three of spades, which is undistinguishable from the rest, 
will count as the king of diamonds ” 

“That’s impossible,” Michele Mascolo objected “It would 
be impossible, even if we all agreed to it ” 

“Why’’” 

“It’s obvious,” said Mascolo “The king of diamonds is al- 
ways the king of diamonds He may be hlthy oi maiked or 
have holes in him but he s still the king of diamonds This, 
for example is a pipe You ask me whv It’s obvious It is a 
pipe because it is a pipe In the same w'av the Pope is the 
Pope Whyt Because he is the Pope The king of diamonds 
is the king of diamonds in the same way That’s what he is 
and that’s what he remains ” 

“It doesn t matter if we all agree ” said Damele “If we all 
agree, it will be perfectly all right And it will be a better 
game, because no one will know in advance who has the 
king of diamonds ” 

Mascolo remained unconvinced 

“You say it won’t matter if wc all agree’’” he said “I say 
It will matter You say that the game would be the same’’ 
Perhaps it would, but it would be a false game It would be 
like a wife committing adultery with her husband’s consent 
Isn’t that a sin’’ It’s a double sin, even if evervbody agreed ” 
Sciatap, who was sitting at the other table, the old man’s 
table, had overheard the argument 

“You must ask Don Paolo,” he said 
Don Paolo came down from his room once more and the 
arguments were repeated for his benefit 
“Tell us who IS right ” Sciatap asked him 
The priest held up the king ol diamonds 
“Do you think this card has any value in itself or that its 
value was given to it’’” he asked Michele Mascolo 

“It’s worth more than the others because it’s the king of 
diamonds,” said Mascolo 

“Where do cards come from’’” the priest asked 
“From the printer’s” several voices answered 
“What was this card before it was printed’” the priest 
asked Mascolo 

“A piece of paper, like all the rest of the pack,” various 
voices answered again 

“So Its value was given it by the printer,” the priest went 
on “It had no value in itsell hut ils value was gistn fo it 
And that’s not all Is its value constant or docs it \arv’ 
Docs the king of diamonds have the same value at all games, 
at tresette, briscola, and scopia tor instance’” 
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“It has different values in different games,” said Mascolo 
“And who invented the games’” the priest went on 
Nobody answered 

“Don’t you think the games were invented by the players’” 
the priest suggested 

Eveiybodv agreed including Mascolo The games had been 
invented by the players and the value of the cards was dif- 
ferent m different games and was therefore fixed by the 
players 

“So if this card has a value ” the priest concluded, “not in 
itself, but because a value was attributed to it if it has a 
value which differs according to the plavcis’ whim and fancy, 
it means that you can do what you like with it ” 

Enthusiasm for the priest broke out again “Hurrah'” they 
shouted 'Biavo' Bravissimo' Never has there been such a 
wise man ol God in our part of the woild’’ 

Don Paolo turned to Sciatap and said 
“Once upon a time theie was a man here at Pietrasecca, 
named Carlo Campanella and now there s a man in New 
York named Mr Charles Little-Bcll Ice and Coal But are 
Carlo Campanella and Mr Charles Little-Bell, Ice and Coal, 
one man or two’” 

'They’re the same man'” a number of voices replied 
“Sha-tap'’ Sciatap shouted “It’s I who ought to answer 
that question'” 

He answered it 

“They are the same man under a changed name ” he said 
“If a man can change his name, why can t a card’ ’ the 
priest asked 

“A king IS always a king,” Mascolo replied 
“A king IS only a king as long as he reigns,” said Don 
Paolo “A king who no longer reigns is no longer a king but 
an ex-king There is a country a big country in the direction 
the sun comes from which used to have a king Let us 
call him a big king of hc<irts He used to rule over millions 
of peasants but from the moment the millions of peasants 
stopped obesing him he no longer reigned and so he wasn’t 
a king any longer Not far away in the direction in which 
the sun sets, there is another country where there used to be 
a king Let us call him the king of diamonds But from the 
moment his subjects ceased obeying him he ceased to reign 
He ceased to bo a king and became an ex-king and now he 
IS a political exile, which is a thing that even a peasant can 
be So go on playing at settemezzo how you like, and good- 
night'” 

Don Paolo handed the cards back to Daniele, once more 
said good night to everybody, and went up to his room, lol- 
lowcd by acclamations 

“As you le worn and filthv, from this moment you cease 
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to reign and are not king any longer You’re barely even an 
ex-king,” said Daniele to the king of diamonds 
Then he addressed the three of spades 
“From now on you take the place of the king of diamonds 
at settemezzo,” he said “Don’t get filthy or marked, or you'll 
lose your crown to another card'” 

The other players laughed and agreed and the game was 
resumed But in the days that followed, the deposition of the 
king of diamonds was the subject of much comment and 
argument among the peasants of Pietrasecca 

Next day Signorina Patrignani, the village schoolmistress, 
came to Don Paolo and complained 

“In the big children’s class it was impossible to give my 
lesson today,” she said “The boys kept on talking about that 
affair of the king of diamonds and the king of clubs, and re- 
peating what you said last night ” 

The schoolmistress wore the emblem of the government 
party over her heart When she breathed, it bobbed up and 
down like a boat on troubled waters 

“The people here are very ignorant,” she went on, “and 
when they listen to educated people like us they nearly al- 
ways understand the very opposite of what we mean ’ 

The schoolmistress had with her the latest number of The 
News from Rome, the wall newspaper It was to be posted 
on the church door Before putting it there, it was her duty 
to read and explain the most important news to the peasants, 
who gathered in Matalena’s bar for the purpose Rumor had 
spread that the priest was going to speak, too. so the bar 
was more crowded than usual Some of the peasants the priest 
had never seen before, dull-witted, weather-beaten faces on 
twisted and contorted human stumps, deformed by illness and 
labor They looked like people who had been betrdved and 
were mistrustful Young men among them looked wild and 
quarrelsome An audience of about thirty men gathered in a 
short time, seated on the floor, one against the other 

A vague odor of manure and dirty clothing exuded from 
them, a stench as of goats, a mustiness that gave one a 
catch m the throat Don Paolo sat near the schoolmistress, 
at the foot of the staircase 

In the presence of the strange priest the schoolmistress was 
more garrulous and excited than usual She told her audience 
to pay close attention and not be afraid to ask for explana- 
tions of the difficult words Then she started reading The 
News from Rome 

“We have a Leader,” she read, “for whom all the nations 
of the earth envy us Who knows what they would be willing 
to pay for him ” 

Magascia interrupted He did not like such generalities 
He asked how much other nations would be willing to pay 
for him 
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“It’s only a manner of speaking,” the schoolmistress ex- 
plained 

“What a thing to say’” Magascia protested “Are they or 
are they not willing to pa> for him^ If they are, how much 
do they offer'' And who offers mostt” 

The schoolmistress repeated that the phrase was only a 
manner ot speaking 

“You mean, in other words, it isn’t true that they are will- 
ing to pay for him''” Magascia said “And if it isn’t true, why 
say so''” 

The schoolmistress glanced at the priest and sighed, as if 
to say, Now you see what kind ot people we have to deal 
with’ 

The next item she read concerned the rural population 
“Who are the rural population' askctl Mastr.ingclo 
“You are ” said the schoolmistress ‘ I’ve told you so be- 
fore ” 

She went on reading 

“ the rural revolution has attained its objectives all 
along the line ” 

Sciatap interrupted 

“Are wc the rural population''” he said “The rural revolu- 
tion was made bv us'” 

“Exactly ’ said the schoolmistress 
“What resolution did we make'’ Sciatap asked 
“It IS to be understood in a spiritual sense,” the school- 
mistress c'pl.uned 

This did not satisfy Magascia 

“This IS a newspaper the government sends us,” he said 
“It says the rural population, which vou say means us has 
made a revolution and that this revolution has attained its 
objectives Wliat objectives have we attained’' ' 

“Spiritual objectives ” said the schoolmistress 
“What spiiilual objectives'’ Mastrangelo asked 
The schoolmistress gitw flustcicd and everybody was com- 
pletely bewildered At last she had an inspiration 

“The rural revolution saved the country from the Commu- 
nist peril ’ she said ‘Nevertheless that peril still exists, and 
the government is perpetually on the watch ’ 

“Who are the Communists''” Fiancesco Grascia asked 
The schoolmistress heaved a sigh ot reliei She was saved 
She had no more need to think because she knew the rest 
by hcait 

“The Communists are wicked people ” she reeled off “They 
meet at night in the lowest criminal hauiUs ol the towns To 
become a Communist you have to trample on the crucifix, 
spit at It .ind Promise to eat meat on Good F'iday ” 

The schoolmistress added other details of the Communist 
program 1 hey made Matalena’s hair stand on end and did 
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the same to the older peasants The others remained rather 
more incredulous 

“The Communists go round the country at reapingtime, 
setting fire to the sheaves of corn,” the schoolmistress said 
Pasquandrea confirmed this detail He had recently met a 
larger number of carabinieri than usual in the Fucino and 
asked what they were all doing m the open country They 
had told him there were Communists about who wanted to 
burn the corn 

The schoolmistress added other details She expressed her- 
self like the books censored tor the use of schools Francesco 
Grascia rose to his feet and said 
“For my part I don’t agree'” 

The schoolmistress asked him what he didn’t agree with, 
and he didn’t know Nevertheless he repeated 
“I don’t agree'” 

He put his hat on and went out into the street Don Paolo 
slipped out for a moment and asked him, with a smile 
“You can tell me what you don’t agree with,” he said 
“I said It to annoy the schoolmistress,” Grascia whispered 
m the priest’s ear 

Grascia found it intolerable for grown men to be instructed 
by a woman Once upon a time the alphabet had been taught 
at monasteries and by the parish priests Then came schools 
and schoolmasters, and that was all right But now one saw 
nothing but schoolmistresses everywhere It was all light if 
they taught babies, but to set them to instruct grown men 
‘When women teach men how to make children, the chil- 
dren are born hunchbacks,” Grascia said 
The last announcement the schoolmistress read out was 
about the coalition of the Protestant countries against Italy 
“Which are the Protestant countries?” Luigi Banduccia 
asked 

Sciatap answered before the schoolmistress had time 
“The Protestant countries are the rich countries, the coun- 
tries that have managed to sell their souls,” he said “But if 
they flourish in this world, in the next they will go to hell ” 
Sciatap’s explanation was not found adequate This made 
him angry 

“Mr Charles Little-Bell Ice and Coal, turned Protestant 
and made a fortune'” he shouted 

‘ If they are rich, why do they protest” several men wanted 
to know 

The schoolmistress told the story of Luther 
“Luthei was a monk ” she said, “and he had taken the 
vows of obedience chastity, and poverty One day he made 
the acquaintance of a nun, and fell madly in love with her 
He asked the Pope’s permission to marry her, but the Pope 
refused So Liqther started proteshng All the monks who 
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found the vow of chastity vexatious joined him, and that 
was the origin of Protestantism ” 

This story was no invention of the schoolmistress’s Don 
Paolo rememhcred that when he was a boy an aunt of his 
had explained the origin of Protestantism in the same way 
In many villages of the Abruzzi the word “Protestant” is 
used as an insult As such it comes halfway between “black- 
guard” and “Turk ” If you are disrespectful to your father 
you are a blackguard If you are rude to your sister you are 
Protestant But if you insult your mother you are a Turk 
The schoolmistress concluded her reading 
“The coalition of the Piotestant countries against us is 
headed by England,” she said 

This piece of news worried Sciatap greatly 
“Queen Victoria is rich, very rich,” he said “If she op- 
poses us, things will go badly with us ” 

The schoolmistress left, because it was late and Don Paolo 
remained in the bar with a small group of peasants, who 
went on talking about queens 

They knew of very few queens, but these they knew thor- 
oughly They were Queen Giovanna, who had a bull for a 
lover, Queen Semiramis, whose love was fatal to her lovers, 
Queen Christina, who distributed all her possessions among 
the poor. Queen Taitu, the consort of Menelik, Queen Vic- 
toria, who was the richest in the world and a few others 
These queens survived in a world in which a difference of 
centuries vanished, the peasants even had stones of squabbles 
and tiffs between them 

“What has always been the rum of us is sentiment,” Ma- 
gascia declared “If a king marries a rich queen, it means 
the country has less to pay in taxes Why did our king marry 
the daughter of a Montenegrin goatherd’ For sentiment' The 
world IS big, and there are plenty of rich women He might 
have married an American or a Frenchwoman Of course, 
Frenchwomen are frivolous, the king can shut his wife in a 
castle, and have it surrounded bv a cordon of carabinieri, 
with orders to shoot any young man who comes anywhere 
near it But no' you can’t command the heart' He must go 
and marry a woman with no money ” 

“Marriage is a private affair,” said Matalena 
“And we suffer for it,” said Magascia “Because we have to 
pay the taxes When I heard our prince had got engaged to 
a Belgian, I went to the post-office in Fossa and asked the 
clerk whether this Belgian we were going to be connected 
with was big ‘It’s rather small ’ the clerk told me ‘Is it rich 
at least’’ I asked him ‘It used to be rich,’ he told me, ‘but 
it suffered badly in the war’ Sentiment again' The same old 
story Whv should we connect ourselves with a country that 
suffered badly in the war’ There are so many rich countries ” 
Brother Antifona, all covered with dust and mud, arrived 
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at the inn for alms The bag he earned over his shoulder was 
nearly empty 

“Few alms'^” Don Paolo asked him 

“Not even enough to pay for the wear of my sandals,” the 
Capuchin friar replied 

Matalena offered him a glass of wine and a piece of bread 
The monk raised the glass to the light then lifted it to his 
bps and sipped a little Satisfied, he dipped his bread in it 
“They now have insurance in the plain, ’ he said If I ask 
for alms for St Francis to protect the crop against hail, they 
tell me the crop is already insured ‘Then St Francis will pro- 
tect you against fire ’ I tell them But thev tell me they are 
insured against fire, too What I wonder is why, in spite of all 
these insurances everybody always lives in fear ” 

“A poor peasant always lives in fear,” said Matalena “If 
he has a house, an earthquake comes If he is healthy, illness 
comes If he has a bit ot land, he has to sell it ” 

“My father was a peasant too ” Brother Antifona said, 
“and he w'as burned to death in a fire One of my brothers is 
m prison for murder, and another lives in poverty m Brazil ” 
“Life IS better in a monastery,’ Mastrangelo said 
“In a monastery you live badiv, too but you are safe,” 
said the Capuchin “You have no familv life, but you have no 
fear, either Moreover, there is hope ” 

“What hope’” asked Don Paolo 
The monk pointed towards heaven 

“It’s not a way for everybody,” said Mastrangelo “We can’t 
all become monks ” 

“The demon of property lures people ” said Brother Anti- 
fona “Mv father wanted to buy a vineyard behind the ceme- 
tery m our village but he died belore he m inagcd it My 
brother wanted to buy the same vinevard but ended up in 
prison because of it My other brothci went to Brazil intend- 
ing to make enough money to come back and huv that vine- 
yard, but in Brazil he only earns just enough to live on 
Meanwhile the vmevard passes from hand to hand Every 
three or four years it passes to somebody else How many 
people IS it sending to damnation'” 

“So in your opinion one ought not to work’” Mastrangelo 
said 

“When I’m not going round collecting alms I work too,” 
said the monk ‘Behind the monastery there is a large ex- 
panse ot fields which are cultivated by the monks We don’t 
live well but in security ” 

Matalena asked the monk whether there would be another 
storm like the last one 

“My husband is dead,” she said “and it mv house is car- 
ried away by a flood who will rebuild it tor me’ 

“There is even worse to come ’ said the monk “One night 
when I was praying in my cell I saw, in the direction of 
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Rome, on the honzon, which was as black as pitch, a red 
phantom, a kind of red devil, who was peeping out between 
the clouds ” 

Brother Antifona took his departure, to continue his quest 
for alms from house to house He hoped at least to get some- 
thing at the Colamartmi house 

“Good-by,” he said to Don Paolo “If we do not meet 
again down here, we shall at any rate meet above ” 
“Above'' Where'' In the mountains''” the priest asked 
“I mean in heaven,” said the monk 
Don Paolo admired this way of making appointments 
Nicola Ciccavo was summoned to a meeting of the govern- 
ment syndicate of agriculturists at Fossa as the representa- 
tive of the Pietrasecca tenants Don Paolo went to see him 
as soon as he came back He felt sufficiently protected by 
his priestly habit to start talking to some of the peasants 
about the common oppression and the necessity of shaking it 
off Ciccavo’s cottage was one of the highest on the slope 
of the little hollow in which Pietrasecca lay The priest went 
through the entrance gate and up the insecure and broken 
stone steps The room into which he went, which served as 
both kitchen and bedroom for Ciccavo’s four sons, was cut 
out of the living rock Ciccavo looked like a good, hard- 
working, home-loving man When the priest entered he was 
amusing his sons by imitating a goat and a cow 

“Whether he’s like a cow or like a goat you can’t milk 
him,” his wife said to the priest 

The two men were left alone Ciccavo said that bv gov- 
ernment decree the eleven thousand tenants of the Fucino 
basin had been incorporated into the landed proprietors’ as- 
sociation The provincial president of this organization was 
Prince Torlonia, thus he, the landlord of the eleven thousand 
tenants, was also their official representative, so that when a 
conflict of interests arose between Torlonia and them, their 
legal representative would be Torlonia himself 

“The speaker who explained this excellent idea to us,” Cic- 
cavo said, “was very anxious to make us realize that the gov- 
ernment has conferred a great honor on us tenants by put- 
ting us m the category of landlords, so that no more con- 
flicts between landlords and tenants will be possible, and per- 
fect peace will reign ” 

“Weren’t you asked whether you agreed to this arrange- 
ment''” asked Don Paolo 

“What need was there to ask us'' We are obviously always 
in agreement,” said Ciccavo ‘As a matter of fact, after to- 
day’s meeting 1 asked the speaker whether, since I am always 
persuaded of the justice of everything he says, I might have 
permission to stay away from future meetings and remain at 
home where there is always plenty to do But he refused to 
give me permission ‘How do you know what will be said at 
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future meetings’’ he asked ‘Know’ I’m a poor tenant,’ I told 
him ‘How should I know’’ ‘Then how can you be in agree- 
ment already’’ he asked me, with a glance at the others ‘Of 
course I’m in agreement already,’ I said ‘What do you take 
me for, sir'' How could I be anything else'’’ I said He under- 
stood what I was getting at, and he praised me for it ‘Bravo*’ 
he said to me m front of all the other delegates ‘Bravo* You 
are an enlightened Italian But you must never stay away 
from meetings ’ At the end he proposed sending a long series 
of telegrams of greetings, one to the government, one to 
Prince Torlonia, one to the prefect, and others to other peo- 
ple whom I do not remember ‘Do you agree to sending 
these telegrams’’ he asked me ‘Do we agree’’ we answered 
‘Of course we agree* The idea of such a thing* How could 
we possibly not agree’’ Then he made some calculations on 
a piece of paper and said, ‘That will be one lira twenty each 
for sending the telegrams ’ Several men pretended they 
wanted to relieve nature and tried to slip away, but the 
speaker had the door shut As a matter of fact, I had a few 
lire m my pocket, but I bent down and slipped them inside 
my boots ‘I'm very sorry,’ I told him 'but 1 haven’t got any 
money ’ He made me carefully go through all my pockets, but 
he didn’t think of making me take my boots off so he didn’t 
find anything So I got the better of him in spite of all his 
chattermg and his education ” 

“Now that nobody can overhear us,” Don Paolo said to 
Ciccavo, “do you really agree with all that is said at the 
meeting’” 

At that Ciccavo lost patience 

“What do you mean by always talking about ‘agreeing,’ 
sir’” he said, angrily ‘“What has that got to do with it’ 
When it’s fine or when it rains do you ask if we agree? 
Ram is a fact, not a word Facts are one thing and words are 
another, like men and women A thousand women don t make 
one man*” 

Don Paolo did not lose his patience but asked again 
“Don’t you believe that something ought to be done to es- 
cape from the wretched conditions in which vc live today’” 
Ciccavo understood at last He thought for a moment 
“The roads abroad are closed How can one escape?” 
Don Paolo understood, too He went away 
The schoolmistress had posted The News from Rome on 
the church door Somebody, probably a youth had written 
“The Lies of Rome” underneath 
Don Paolo met Magascia 

“Evidently there’s somebody who doesn’t believe what the 
wall newspaper says Whv’’ 

“Well, first ot all it doesn’t cost anything,” Magascia re- 
plied ‘ When It first came we didn t want it, because we 
thought there would be something to pay But the school- 
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mistress told us it didn’t cost anything We thought it a pity 
to waste such a lot of paper But really the present govern- 
ment doesn’t shirk expense, and wherever you go you see an 
enormous waste of paper You heard the schoolmistress read- 
ing the newspaper last night Every time she reads it to us she 
tells us we are not to take it literally, and that it’s all to be 
understood m a spiritual sense ” 

“Has no newspaper that says the opposite of what The 
News of Rome says ever come this way?” the priest asked 
“I mean, a newspaper that was against the government’’” 
“Maybe,” said Magascia “Maybe But you can’t pay atten- 
tion to every bit of paper that s given you Once upon a time 
paper was a rare and precious thing Every piece of paper 
was carefully put away in the chest of drawers Instead of 
saying ‘Going to America’ you said ‘to have your papers ’ 
Without papers you ended up in prison For ‘getting married’ 
you said ‘the papers were ready ’ There were papers that 
came only once in a lifetime Before leaving for military serv- 
ice, you said your ‘paper had come ’ If you didn't obey the 
paper, the carabinieri would come for you A piece of paper 
was always an important thing In those times, in our part 
of the world, nobody, speaking with respect, would have 
dared use a piece of paper to wipe himself You would never 
see dirty paper behind the bushes, sir Everybody managed 
as best he could, with stones, or leaves from the trees But 
now we’ve gone to the other extreme, and so much free and 
lying paper is handed out that it actually makes you shudder 
to touch your own body with it ” 

Don Paolo went back to his room to reflect on the peas- 
ants and then lives, and the perpetual fear in which they 
lived The idea occurred to him of using his remaining time 
at Pietrasecca to finish his essay on the agrarian question 
He took his notebook from his bag and started reading the 
notes he had started in exile He read them through, and 
was astonished and dismayed at their abstract character All 
these quotations from masters and disciples on the agranan 
question, all those plans and schemes were the paper scenery 
m which he had hitherto lived The country which was the 
subject of those notes of his was a paper country, with paper 
mountains, paper hills, fields, gardens, and meadows The 
great events recorded in them were mostly paper events, pa- 
per battles, and paper victories The peasants were paper peas- 
ants The heresies and deviations against which he fought 
had been paper heresies and paper deviations too Don Paolo, 
just like Magascia, felt himself filled with disgust at the vast 
accumulation of paper He was seized with a great tear of ab- 
stractions Memory of his recent days of struggle with the 
shadows returned to plague him Am 1, too dominated by 
fear’’ he wondered Cristina was afraid of her own body, and 
wanted to shut herself in a convent, Brother Antifona was 
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afraid of the vineyard behind the cemetery in his natne vil- 
lage. and took retuge in a monastery, the peas nils were 
alraid of hunger and aspired to be petts landowneis Was it 
possible that Don Paolo was seeking retuge in action because 
he was afraid of thinking' 

Remaining inactive here and philosophizing about social 
reality wont get me anvw'hcre he said to himscll It wont 
even lead to a greater understanding ot social icalitv To un- 
derstand social reality one must be inside it, participate in 
its movement and its struggles 

This was no new rliscovciv but the repetition of an old 
idea in dilTerent woids But it seemed a discovcrv to him It 
suddenly illuminated his whole being kindled something in 
him It touched a chord in him roused something deeply 
rooted in him something th.it was pci haps the essence ot 
his being Hence its piompt instant. incous elUcI Revolution- 
ary action had alwass seemed to be demanded ol him b\ the 
collective good The idea ot the collective good hid been in- 
culcated into him tiom his cailicst \cais bv his Chiisljan edu- 
cation His subsequent intelleclii.il development had modified 
the premises on which his original adherence to Soci ilism had 
been based but he had not been able to modify the internal 
structure ot his mind 

His chief diss ibstaction came from the fact that though 
he had been at Pietrasecca tor three months he had not suc- 
ceeded m finding a single point ot suppoi 1 among the peas- 
ants His attempts to approach them had amounted to noth- 
ing but a series of detached disjointed episodes It had been 
impossible to follow up the next dav a conversation begun the 
day before The relations among the peasants ihcmse'lvcs ap- 
peared to be unstable trail and fugitive It was impossible to 
build anything on them The peasants submission to the dic- 
tatorship seemed to him to be cntiiclv independent ot govern- 
ment propaganda He realized now that Ihc peis.ints W'cre 
not susceptible to vvoids They stibmiUctI onlv to I lets The 
idea of conducting counicr-propaganda of which Don Paolo 
had thought on returning from abioid was theieloic entirely 
futile Facts could be met onlv with other lacts Thi I acts of 
dictatorship must be conliontcd not with the woids ol li- 
berty but with the tacts ol liberty The diclaiors henchmen 
must be opposed not with othci henchmen who merelv spoke 
differently, but with men who lived and .icied dhTeicntlv The 
peasants must be olTcicd two sets ot conllic'mg facts and 
then, perhaps thev will m.ikc their choice and move Don 
Paolo said to hints II He ciumpled his notes on the agrarian 
question between his hands and lookctl out ot the window 
The sun not a papci sun but the leal sun w'as about to dip 
behind the horizon The moon the real moon vv w pist us- 
ing on the opposite horizon A long cloud of dusi was ad- 
vancing along the valley road This was the hour when the 
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shepherds left the plain with their flocks and started back to 
the mountains The sheep could just be distinguished in the 
cloud of dust, and Don Paolo could hear the distant voices 
of the shepherds 

Don Paolo tore his notes into little pieces and went down- 
stairs and threw them on the fire — Matalena had started to 
cook the evening meal 

“I’m leaving tomorrow,” he said to Matalena 

“For good’’’ the woman asked, in surprise 

“That depends on what the doctor says,” the priest replied 
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Chapter VII 


Don pasquale colamartint had to go down to fossa, too 
He willingly offered to take the priest in his trap 

The morning was bright, the air was pure, and a fresh scent 
of dewy grass ascended from the valley Don Paolo felt well 
He had not looked so well for a long time While the old gen- 
tleman was putting the mare between the shafts and slowly 
adjusting the harness, the blinkers, and the bit, Cristina came 
to say good-by to Don Paolo 

“Are you going?” she said “Aren’t you ever coming back?” 
“I do not know,” the priest replied 
Don Paolo’s exasperation with Cristina had passed, but a 
certain sense of annoyance and disappointment remained She 
would do better to occupy herself a little less with God and 
a httle more with the poor people, he said to himself But at 
heart he was indifferent to her now His mind was on other 
things The prospect of returning to the life of the political 
underworld attracted and excited him 
Cnstina was about to say something else, but the trap 
started and she was left there, slightly embarrassed 

“The mare is named Diana,” Don Pasquale said “I bought 
her fifteen years ago for hunting Good times that will not re- 
turn'” 

The shape of the trap, its high seats, its small front wheels 
and big back ones, the trappings of the horse, the embroi- 
dered cushions on which the two men sat, even their way of 
dressing, also belonged to other times Times that were pass- 
mg away 

When the trap passed the refugium peccatorum Don Paolo 
said 

“The two young people seem to have gone away They cer- 
tainly couldn’t live there ” 

“I am not interested,” the old man said 
Don Paolo said no more Even a father’s heartlessness to- 
wards his own son could not irritate him now He thought 
of his own home surroundings his own grandparents, his 
own uncles — all of them excellent people, but hard and pitiless 
whenever the good name of the family was at stake Men 
that were passing away 

Though the old man had said he was not interested, at 
heart he was very interested indeed, for he added 

“Do you think those two scoundrels might marry without 
my knowing it?” 
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“Alberto is of age,” the priest replied “It would therefore 
be perfectly legal for him to marry ” 

“The law was made for the city Here the father rules the 
roost,” Don Pasquale replied 

Don Paolo did not continue the conversation These things 
did not interest him Were landowning families disintegrat- 
ing^ All the better They were passing away, too Don Paolo 
was preoccupied with thoughts of the undergiound work he 
proposed beginning among the peasants On what elements 
was he to rely'^ Where was he to find them'^ How was he to 
assure his contacts'^ In the meantime Don Pasquale was ex- 
plaimng why marriage between Alberto and Bianchina was 
out of the question 

“Between the Colamartini and the Girasole there is an 
abyss,” he said “Nobody even knows where the Girasole 
come from ” 

Don Paolo was thinking that the first step to take would be 
to find some peasant who had belonged to the old Leagues of 
Resistance that had once existed round the Fucino These 
leagues had been dissolved by the government, but there must 
still be some trustworthy elements at Luco, at Ortucchio, or 
at Pescina But how was he to get in touch with them'^ What 
should he do to avotd rousing suspicion? 

“Old Girasole,” Don Pasquale was saying, “appeared m our 
part of the world at the time of the last cholera epidemic, 
selling lemons He went from village to village, barefooted, 
with his box of lemons on his head He did well, and when 
the epidemic was over he settled at Fossa Of course, every- 
one has the right to live But if the Girasole imagine the 
time has come when they can be connected with the Cola- 
martini, the matter ought to be reported to the head of the 
lunatic asylum ” 

A man riding a donkey appeared, driving several other 
donkeys ahead of him The donkey he was riding was small, 
and the man’s feet almost touched the ground The man took 
no notice of the trap, but looked steadfastly at the stream 

“He’s a tenant of a small piece of land of mine, and he 
hasn’t paid the rent for three years,” Don Pasquale said 
“Whenever he meets me he looks the other way ” 

Don Paolo was thinking that the first thing to do would be 
to think of some new plan which would enable him to get 
rid of his odious priest’s clothing and get in touch with one 
or two members of the old leagues Undoubtedly he would 
find them intimidated by the long years of dictatorship It 
would be necessary to live among them for some time, gam 
their goodwill, and wait for a silent moment when it vvould 
be possible to start asking questions “Don’t you believe,” he 
would say, “that we ought to unite and struggle against this 
dictatorship, which is stifling the whole country and reducing 
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It to ruin‘d Don’t you know that the struggle has already been 
begun by the workers in the cities^ ’ The rest would come by 
Itself 

The trap overtook a cart going down to the valley, laden 
with a few sacks of grain The carter was walking behind it 
He had applied the brake and was leaning on it to increase 
the weight 

“Have you had a good crop'^” Don Pasquale asked 
“That IS the whole of it,’ said the carter “It's all there, and 
I’ve got to take it to my landlord before it is seized ’ 

The trap left the valley of Pietrasecca, crossed the bridge, 
and went in the direction ot Lama As they drew nearci and 
nearer to the Fucino the pink tints of the valley gradually 
yielded to ashen-gray The country sloping down towards the 
former lake was checkered VMth yellow bare patches toimcd 
by the recent reaped fields of stubble High ricks could be 
seen in the distance, with men moving about them like ants 
Women passed carrying baskets on their heads and leading 
pigs to market Other women passed with babies m their arms, 
like the Madonnas in the churches black and bad-tempcied 
Madonnas, taking food to their men-tolk threshing in the 
fields The midday heat began to make itself felt and the 
mare was sui rounded by a swarm of flies The flies seemed 
to be short-sighted because they all buzzed aiound the m lie’s 
tail The hillside above Lama was slanted with vines 1 he 
vines were small and thin and grew mcagerly in rare and ir- 
regular lines Near the houses there were a few pergolas, 
where the vines were higher and supported by stakes, at a 
certain height they were tied together and hung in curses, 
from which dangled clusters of sour unripe grapes 

Collarmele, Cerchio, and Aiclli came into sight in the dis- 
tance, with Paterno and San Pelino beyond, and still farther 
away a gray pall of smoke betrayed where Avezzano was 
Don Paolo felt himself getting youngci every minute He was 
filled with a new sense of freedom and independence He 
felt ready for anything and atraid of nothing 

The trap passed through Lama and slowly went down to- 
wards Fossa The road was hard and was lieshly giavelcd 
A group of soldiers were sitting around a tent in a field, with 
rifles between their knees A small donkey was standing in 
the middle of the road and all the heat ot the dav seemed 
to be concentrated on it Don Paolo thought the poor beast 
was going to diop dead 

Donkevs laden with sacks of flour were coming from the 
Fossa mill Peasants with bundles under their arms were 
walking towaids the station Even m the heat people who 
were going away put on everything they owned, as il they 
never expected to return When peasants go on a journey they 
always look a little hke refugees in flight 
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An acquaintance of Don Pasquale’s, a clerk in the tax office 
at Fossa named Don Genesio, mounted the trap and started 
complaining of the hostility of the people in the valleys 
“In the eyes of a peasant, every man who wears a collar 
IS a clerk, and every cleik is a parasite,” he said “For some 
time past, whenever I’ve had to go to any of the valleys I ve 
taken off my collar and put it in my pocket And I get my 
shoes nice and dusty and take off my party emblem, in order 
not to look like a clerk ” he said 

“You can’t blame it all on the peasants,” Don Pasquale said 
“The city’s remedies for the country’s ills are offices and rub- 
ber stamps Every generation has its own plague Sixty years 
ago there was the mildew disease twentv years ago there 
were the plant lice, and now we have bureaucrats As soon 
as a new government office is opened strangers come and set 
themselves up as masters The descendants of the old fam- 
ilies are now confined to the mountains like the bears in the 
caves of Monte Marsicano ” 

“How big IS the population round the Fucino basin now'^” 
the priest asked Don Genesio 

“Theie are about thirty thousand mortgages ” was the re- 
ply He made a sweeping gesture embracing the whole land- 
scape “There s a mortgage on everything you see” he said, 
“on every house on every clod of eaith, on every tree We 
are a nation of debtors ” 

Don Genesio told a story to illustrate his theme 
“A peasant from Fossa had a strange liver disease,” he 
said “He was sent to the city hospital in Rome The hospital’s 
pathological laboratory offered him money for the right to 
dissect his liver after his death He took the money, and he 
isn’t dead yet He's still living at Fossa with his mortgaged 
liver When this became known every peasant who believed 
he had any anatomical peculiarity, any organ that was too 
big or too small, started going to the official doctor in the 
hope of raising a small loan ’ 

The sound of liturgical chanting became audible in the 
distance Pilgrims were descending from the mountain trails 
and trooping on to the mam road In a meadow on fires im- 
provised with earth and stones old women were preparing a 
turbid brew, the soup for the pilgrims The pilgrims were al- 
ready hoarse liom excessive shouting and singing, and their 
chant consisted of tour or five words, which they repeated 
over and over again in a monotonous and dirge-like cadence 
“Where are you going'^" Don Genesio called out to them 
“Which saint aic vou going to^’ 

“San Domenico,” the pilgrims replied “San Domenico of 
CocuUo ’ 

“San Domenico ” Don Pasquale observed to the priest, “is 
the saint who protects one against snake bites ’ 

Among the pilgrims, though she was unkempt and covered 
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wise- 


with dust, Don Pasquale recognized Cassarola, the 
woman He stopped the trap 

“What IS going to happen?” he called out 
Cassarola had the gitt oi prophecy, and Don Pasquale was 
superstitious 

“Theie will be war” the old witch replied, “and after the 
war there will be pestilence ” 

“That’s no affair ot mine,’ Don Pasquale remarked 
Some huge oxen, with enormous useless horns were munch- 
ing the grass at the edge ot the road Two ancient motor- 
cars passed by with shrieking brakes and gcais and lattling 
doors On the roots ot the houses were tables spread W'lth 
tomato pulp put out to dry in the sun Evciy now and then a 
girl went up to the root to stir the red mixture with a large 
wooden spoon 

The trap reached Fossa Don Pasquale put the priest down 
outside the Girasole Hotel and drove away immediately, in 
order not to have to greet Berenice, who was standing at the 
door 

Berenice hurried towards the priest, and leccived him with 
open arms 

“The Girasole family owes you a debt of eternal grati- 
tude, ’ she said, with emotion First of all >ou saved Bian- 
china at the point of death and then you made hei hiippv ” 
“I made Bianchma happ>?” the priest asked “On mv word 
of honor Signora Berenice 1 swear to you that I retiamod 
from doing anvthmg of the sort ” 

“Wasn’t it you who arranged the match?” Berenice replied 
“Don’t you know what an honor it is tor the Giiasole to be- 
come connected with the Colamartini ’ 1 shall invite all Bian- 
china’s other relations to lunch today, to show you how grate- 
ful all the Girasole are ” 

Don Paolo did not know what to sav He hesitated to dis- 
appoint Berenice But Ihe wom.m would not stop 

“And ol course ’ she said ‘ you must be Ihc witness at the 
girl’s wedding Even if vou go back to voui diocese in the 
meantime, you must allow us to pa> your fare Do you 
know what we shall call the babv? ’ 

“What bnbv? ’ Don Paolo asked in alarm 
“The future baby ” said Berenice ‘ If it’s a boy it will be 
christened Paolino, and it it s a girl it will be christened Pao- 
Ima ” 

“The idea is a moving one and it is easy to imagine its 
coming true ’ the priest said ilthough, on my woid of 
honor I have not contributed to the situation in any w'av The 
difficult part will be to get the Colamarlini family to con- 
sent to the match ’ 

‘The Colamartini family will not consent?” Bcicnice 
asked in amazement 

‘ Don Pasquale is opposed to it,” he said “He says it is im- 
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possible for the Colamartmi family to lower itself by becom- 
ing connected with the Girasole ” 

Berenice went livid, and for a moment said nothing Then 
she began abusing the Colamartmi violently 

‘ Who do those people think they are't” she exclaimed “Do 
they think that nobody knows their affairs^ You come from 
another diocese, and there are some things you don’t know, 
but just you ask anybody in our part of the world, and you’ll 
hear fine things about the Colamartmi ” 

“They do not concern me,” said Don Paolo 
Don Paolo asked to be shown to his room, but Berenice 
refused to leave him 

“Don Pasqualc married a woman ten years older than him- 
self, and half-witted into the bargain solely for the sake of 
her dowry,” she said ‘The whole Colamartmi family now 
lives on the money the old idiot brought with her as her 
dowry Don Pasquale prevented a sister of his from marrying 
in order not to have to share his inheritance with her How 
can people as shameless as all that be proud and look down 
on others’ Everybody here knows the story of the Colamar- 
tmi'” 

“The Colamartmi at least have a history, an uglv history, 
but a history,” Don Paolo said But Don Pasquale says that 
nobody knows where the Girasole come from ” 

To Berenice this was the last straw Like a raging fury she 
proceeded to tell the family histoiy of the Girasole If she 
did not actually go back to the Crusades, it was probably for 
the sake of brevity But there was no doubt that the Girasole 
had a history too 

“Who hasn’t got a history’” said Berenice “All of us have 
histones ” 

“A philosopher of the Marsica a certain Benedetto Croce, 
of Pescasscroli has demonstrated that eveiything is history 
and that there is nothing apart from history,” Don Paolo ob- 
served 

“Are we perhaps born out of the air’” Berenice went on 
“Are we not all children of men’’ 

“Even the Girasole are descended from Adam,” Don Paolo 
concurred, “though the exact ramifications ot the family tree 
are not known The documents have been lost in the course 
of ages But the head ot the Girasole family was undoubtedly 
Adam Thus, since Adam was born and lived in a garden, it 
is quite conceivable that his name may have been Adam Gir- 
asole ” 

“How can you sav such a thing’” the woman asked 
“It’s a pure hypothesis, a puic hypothesis,” Don Paolo le- 
plied “But a philosopher has said that hypotheses are the 
lighthouses of science In the writings which speak of Adam 
his surname is never mentioned He is invariably described 
solely by his first name, Adam Hence nothing prevents us 
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from supposing that his surname may have been Girasole ” 
“But Don Pasquale might also say his name was Adam 
Colamartini,” Berenice objected 

“To do so would be entirely fallacious,” the priest replied 
“Colamartini is a combination of two family names the 
family of Cola and the family ot Maitini and since neither 
ot these two families existed before the time of Adam his 
name cannot possibly have been Adam Colamartini while 
it IS permissible to assume that it may have been Adam 
Girasole All this, of course, is pure conjecture, pure conjec- 
ture ” 

Berenice, however, found it disturbing 

“I’ll ask my brother the parish priest of Fossa,” she said 

Don Paolo tiled to dissuade hei 

“Why worry him>” he said 

“I do not understand these things, mvself ” Berenice re- 
plied ‘We made gieat sacrifices to enable one member of 
our family to study and thus have an educated person m 
the family If we didn t consult him in cases like this, what 
would be the use ot if’” 

As soon as Berenice left him, Don Paolo wrote an express 
letter to Dr Nunzio Sacca of Acquatredda asking him to 
come to Fossa dei Marsi at once, saying he had need of him, 
as a doctor and a friend 

Meanwhile the usual crowd of idlers had gathered outside 
the Girasole Hotel and were lounging on the scats because 
it was aperitif time There were men v\ith beards a week 
old, m shirt sleeves and slippers their trousers and collars 
unbuttoned and hulking youths of the most various occupa- 
tions, but all looking like barber’s assistants with copious, 
well-oiled hair and impeccable creases in their trousers An 
older man m a broad-brimmed hat, who looked like a retired 
provincial actor, with mustaches sticking up and a little 
pointed beard sticking down was holding lorlh at the center 
ot a group of youngci men He had made himsell thoroughly 
comfortable using torn scats tor the purpose He was sitting 
on one, had his feet stretched out on another in front of him, 
and his arms on two more it cither side A pretty girl passed, 
and the man jumped to his leet and made an enormous bow 
His eyes flashed his mustaches bristled he bared his teeth, 
and panted like a seal The girl blushed and p issed on 
“She’s too provincial, one of the young men lemLiiked 
The girl certainly looked healthy She had jiiiik cheeks, 
was ample-bosomcd and well built Her passing was the first 
impoitant event ot the moimng 

The imminence ot the morning’s second important event 
was signaled by the bakers boy fiom the cot net ol the sqiiaie 
This was the appea nice ot the station mastci s daughters 
The youths outside the Girisolc Hotel fell into form ilion like 
soldiers presenting arms Two giils with plucked eyebrows, 
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flaxen hair, mascaraed and enlarged eyes, and an affected gait 
passed by 

This exhausted the morning’s big events The usual argu- 
ment then opened The admirer ot the provincial beauty de- 
fended her with great eloquence basing his argument on a 
contrast between raw steak and boiled meat 

“Who IS that man'^” Don Paolo asked Berenice 

“That’s our greatest lawyer ” Berenice said, “Marco Tuglio 
Zabaglia, known as Zabaglione ” 

The priest had heard the name before 

“Wasn’t he once the head of the Maximalist Socialists in 
this part of the world he asked 

“That’s right but he’s a nice man ” said Berenice 

Zabaglione noticed the presence of the strange priest at the 
entrance to the hotel and came forward and introduced him- 
self 

“I am the lawyer Zabaglia,” he said “I am most honored to 
meet vou Excuse me, but you are perhaps from the curia t” 

“What curia’’” Don Paolo asked 

“The episcopal curia The reason I ask is that I should like 
to know if the sacred orators for the ceremony of the depar- 
ture of the conscripts have been appointed yet, and which 
orator will be coming to us ” 

“They will be appointed during the next few days ” Don 
Paolo replied “But I come from another diocese, the dio- 
cese of Frascati ” 

As a boy Don Paolo had always heard Zabaglione spoken 
of with hatred by the landowners and with love by the poor, 
and he was naturally impressed to find himself face to face 
with him now Zabaglione was famous for his forensic elo- 
quence On days when the court was silting it it was known 
that Zabaglione was going to plead, the cobblers’ shops the 
tailors’ shops the carpenters’ shops all emptied and eveiyone 
who could went to hear and applaud him His most famous 
perorations remained proverbial In the eyes of the accused 
the question of their own conviction oi acquittal was less im- 
portant than the oratorical success of their advocate In the 
course ot time Zabaglione became a kind of popular Oipheus 
When the ch ingc of government came about a squad ot mi- 
litia was sent to arrest him But he harangued them from his 
balcony 

“My fellow-countrvmen, blood of mv blood my broth- 
ers ” he began, and the soldiers stopped to listen to him 
and went awav without carrying out their orders Then a 
squad of carabinieri was sent These took him by surprise, 
bound him gagged him and took him oil to prison On the 
way Zabaglione begged for his release with heart-rending ges- 
tures I oiling his great bovine eyes invoking no y henven, 
now the depths of the earth, and foaming at his tightly gagged 
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mouth, the carabinieri were compelled to look away He was 
kept gagged even during his interrogation The police com- 
missioner, who was specially sent from Rome explained that 
he need answer only yes or no that thcrefoie there was no 
call for him to make speeches and that it would be enough 
for him to answer the questions with movements of Ins head 
After a few days, however, he was set free by order ot the su- 
perior authorities Ever afterwards Zabjglione had taken great 
pains to wipe out all memory ot his political past He iltered 
his little pointed beard from the style of Mazzini to that of 
General Balbo, and to give himself a swashbuckling air he 
made his old mustaches, which had ahvavs diooped in a pa- 
cific and democratic manner stand up These, of course had 
been the most visible and therefore the most paintul sacri- 
fices which the former tribune ot the people had had to make 
But who could count all his minor daily saci ifices such as 
having to renounce his own ideas speak cautiously about the 
government and break off relations with everyone who was 
politically suspecG Although Zabaglionc did his level best he 
had never succeeded in completely rehabilitating himself He 
was always kept a little outside ot things under the new re- 
gime 

Don Paolo having made his acquaintance, decided to take 
advantage of it to sound him out cautiouslv and if possible 
learn w'hat remnants of the Socialist movement still survived 
m the Fucino basin 

“It I can be of anv service to you with the curia,” he said, 
“I shall be most happv ” 

Zabaglione nearly embraced him 

“Do me the infinite honor of coming to lunch with me,” he 
said 

Don Paolo parried a little and then accepted To reach 
Zabaglione’s house vou had first to cross the old part of the 
town, with Its dark and ancient allcvwavs bcaiing the names 
of saints and local benefactors and its silent little squares, in- 
closed by old stone houses blackened b\ time Geraniums 
and creepers protected the windows, as wUh giatings ind be- 
hind them girls ot good family looked out and sighed Zabag- 
lione greeted them all by name with large gestures rolling his 
eyes and showing his teeth After the old town came the 
new This had been rebuilt after the earthquake with roads 
and avenues too big for local needs houses constructed in 
imitation of villas, with bright green shutters garden gales of 
imitation wrought non, cement pillars painted to look like 
marble, and brass shields polished to look like gold The 
stieet names extolled episodes and dates in the history of the 
government party as though they were momentous events The 
heroic slogans ot the dominant party were to be seen in large 
letters on the housefronts, the fountains, the trees, the gaiden 
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gates They were scrawled with charcoal, chalk, or tar, or 
painted m various colors They were also to be seen in rehef, 
carved in wood or stone, and even fused in bronze 

A group of bricklayers were sitting on the giound outside 
Zabaglione's house, with knives in their hands, eating their 
lunch of bread with red and green peppers Around Zabag- 
lione’s house was a wall surmounted by jagged bits of glass 
The flower-beds in the garden were surrounded with barbed 
wire In the garden a little man was kneeling on the gravel 
path, attending to a flower-bed laid out like the Italian na- 
tional tricolor 

“I love flowers,” Zabaghone said “TTiere are some things 
that only flowers can express ” 

An elegant good-looking, and well-groomed woman, with 
permanently waved hair, appeared at the door She was Za- 
haghonc’s wife 

“Kiss the priest’s hand and leave us ” her husband said The 
lady kissed the priest’s hand and retired 

Three young women, dressed in black, all very thin, very 
pale, looking like larvae, or three plants that had giown up 
in the dark came forward m the hall They were Zabaglione’s 
daughters 

“Kiss the priest’s hand and leave us,” their father ordered 
The girls kissed the priest s hand curtsied and retired 
In the dining-room there was a large nutwood sideboard, 
with fruit bottles of wine and jam-pots displayed on it The 
heroic words Dulce et dccoiuni est pro paina mon were 
carved on the sideboard 

“That sideboard was a bargain,” said Zabaghone, “but I had 
the inscription carved on it myselt A man docs not live by 
bread alone, you understand ” 

Sure enough, no sooner had the two men sat down than 
pasta ascuitta was served 

Zabaghone had a .splendid appetite He called out to his 
wife and daughters in the kitchen and said so A purple hue 
suffused his cheeks his eves sparkled happilv, and every now 
and then he stroked his big mustaches with the voluptuous- 
ness of a cat He tucked his napkin round his neck like a 
big, rubicund, greedy baby and talked to the priest with effu- 
siye, good-natured, country cordiality 

“The young people of today ’ he announced w'lth a gesture 
of disparagement, ‘ do not know how to enjoy their food 
That’s why they are not woith anything” 

“The old culture is passing away the priest said 
Zabaghone however was no despiser of spiritual values 
“1 send my daugliteis to Mass every Sunday ’ he said ‘If 
you don’t believe me ask Don Girasole, the parish priest of 
Fossa What would women come to without the rcstiaining in- 
fluence of religion'^” 

Meanwhile the women were eating m the kitchen The 
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spectacle of Zabaglione wielding his fork twirling it vio- 
lently on his plate and vigorously shoveling the macaioni into 
his mouth, nearly took Don Paolo’s breath a\va\ He’ll choke, 
Don Paolo said to himself But Zabaglione had the mouth of 
a great lawyer 

The priest did not forget the purpose of his \isit He 
brought the conversation round to the subject of the peasant 
leagues that had been dissolved by the government 

“Before the present government was established ’’ he said, 
“I was engaged in the organization of the Catholic peasants 
Then our organizations were dissolved and absorbed Hence 
there is to a certain extent, a resemblance between sour situ- 
ation and mine What is the state of mind of the old Socialist 
leaguers m this part of the woiW? Have they all passed over to 
the government party ^ Have many of them remained hostile 
to the government'^” 

Suddenly Zabaglione became reticent He stopped eating 
He filled his glass and emptied it He used a toothpick several 
toothpicks He filled his glass and emptied it again 

In order to encourage Zabaglione to talk, Don Paolo in- 
vented a few details about the situation m the diocese of 
Frascati 

In the end Zabaglione made up his mind to speak 
“The truth is officially as follows ” he said “Bolshevism 
reigned here and religion, morality and private property were 
were being trampled under foot Then came Etcetera Etcetera, 
and religion, morality, and private property "ere restored ” 
“We are now neither in the market place nor in the pulpit ” 
Don Paolo said, familiarly “The official truth we know But 
what is the semi-official Iruth'^” 

“The semi-official truth,” said Zabaglione, “is that what 
reigned here was ignorance and hunger The poor people 
started organizing themselves into leagues Then came Etcet- 
era, Etcetera, and destroyed the leagues, but not the hunger, 
which has increased since ” 

“What are the old members of the leagues doing'” the 
priest asked This was the question that kept him on tenter- 
hooks 

“Officially they have all been reborn and spiritually regen- 
erated in the spirit ot Etcetera Etcetera, who has icncwed the 
face ot the country ’ said Zabaglione 

“But semi-officially, have they remained Socialists''” Don 
Paolo asked 

“It would be too much to say that ” Zabaglione replied 
“The peasants joined the leagues in ordci to get a little pro- 
tection In their minds. Socialism meant a little seciiiily What 
Socialism meant to most ot them was the chance to work and 
eat till then stomachs were lull to work and sleep in peace, 
without having to be afraid ot the morrow In the league 
premises at Fossa next to the bearded portrait of Kail Marx, 
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there was a picture of Christ in a red shirt On Saturday nights 
the peasants came to the league to sing ‘Up, brothers' Broth- 
ers, arise' and on Sunday morning they went to Mass to say 
‘Amen ’ The permanent occupation of a Socialist leader was 
writing I ecommendations Now the recommendations are writ- 
ten by the local head of the government party or by the par- 
ish priest My recommendations arc now worthless, so the 
peasants take no more interest in me ” 

“But weren’t there any real Socialists'^” the priest asked 
“The only real Socialist, so to speak, was myself ” said Za- 
baglione “There were some other intelligent members among 
the peasant leagues, and Etcetera Etcetera’s regenerative ef- 
forts were directed towards them On January 19, 1923 (1 do 
not know why I remember that date, but I can't get it out ot 
my head) a squad of regenerators invaded the house ot the 
man who was then the head of the league at Rivisondoli 
They bound him, and all twenty-two ot them raped his wife 
It took from eleven o’clock at night until two o’clock in the 
morning An incident A few peasant leaders fled to France 
or to America But the great mass started seeking in the gov- 
ernment corporations that bit ot protection which they had 
previously found in the leagues Officially they ate no longer 
called peasants, but agriculturists ” 

“Nevertheless, discontented elements must still exist ” said 
Don Paolo ‘ If conditions have gone fiom bad to worse, 
there certainly must be some who remember the time ot the 
leagues, when the workers could at least defend them- 
selves ” 

“Between ourselves,” Zabaglione said, “I confess that I 
liked Socialism I liked it just as I like women The best 
speeches I ever made were about Socialism I say so semi- 
officially, between ourselves Apart from that, what Etcetera 
Etcetera has done has been providential ” 

“Don't you believe,” said Don Paolo, “that sometimes it is 
necessary to make sacrifices'^’” 

“Sacrifices — ah' a beautiful word,” said Zabaglione “Sacri- 
fice IS what I admire most in the Christian religion What ex- 
posed Marxism was its materialism ” 

Don Paolo did not know whether Zabaglione was talking 
earnestly or in jest 

“I know very well,” Zabaglione went on, “that there have 
been Socialists who have sacrificed their comforts, their ca- 
reers, their lives But what is all that compared with what I 
have sacrificed’ I have sacrificed something far more elevated 
and precious — my ideas A spiritual sacrifice costs far more 
than a material sacrifice, whatever the Marxists may say But 
who can understand the meaning of spiritual sacrifice better 
than a priest’” 

‘ You aie a hero,” Don Paolo murmured 
“An unrecognized hero,’ Zabaglione continued “After 
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twelve years of sincere and complete loyalty to Etcetera Et- 
cetera I am still regarded with suspicion It was onh as a re- 
sult of superhuman effort that I succeeded in becoming a 
member of the present municipal council in which I am 
charged with the honorable and gratuitous dutv of being con- 
sulted on questions of punctuation The ma\or, officnlU a 
genius, semi-officially a noodle, intrusts me with the task of 
giving a grammatical form to his decrees and to his most im- 
portant correspondence ” 

Lunch was over, and the two men went into the drawing- 
room for coffee There were blue divided curtains ovei the 
windows, bookshelves full of dusty books against the walls, 
three pictures — Mazzini looking lugubrious Garibaldi m a 
red shirt, and Etcetera Etcetera, some faded photographs on 
the table, wicker chairs, which had been painted green, in 
which one could dawdle and nap 

Zabaglione’s usual guests arrived punctually for coffee 
These were the captain of the municipal guard Don Gene- 
sio, the clerk at the tax office, and Don Scnofonte, the chem- 
ist 

The captain of the municipal guard was in a uniform as re- 
splendent as that of a pre-war general 

“How many guards do you command'’” Don Paolo asked 
“For the time being, one ” the man replied “The commune 
IS a poor one and only grows slowly ” 

Don Senofonte was a handsome man with mustaches in 
the King Humbert style, hair like Mascagni, and a goatee He 
said 

“I assure Your Reverence that 1 send my wife to Mass 
every Sunday It you don’t believe me ask the parish priest, 
Don Girasole In my opinion religion is to women what salt 
IS to pork It preserves the freshness and the flavor ” 

Don Genesio was also impeccablv combed and oiled, and 
he, too, regularly sent his wife to Mass 

Don Paolo was surprised to observe the role that mus- 
taches, beards and hair still played in dilferentiatmg the pro- 
fessional class from the peasants and the bindlords He real- 
ized also why the various classes were indicated in dialect by 
the word “race’ — the ’race” of husbandmen the rice of 
“artists” (artisans), the “race” of landowners The son of a 
petty landowner w'ho studies, and thcrefoie inevitablv be- 
comes a state or municipal emplovee, promptly tries to oblit- 
erate the fact he comes ot the ‘race” ot husbandmen by 
brushing his hair in the style ot his new slalion It one ob- 
serves the style of hair-dressing these people adopt together 
with their wav of speaking rolling their eves, ti owning set- 
ting their jaws and smoking, no great effort ot the imagina- 
tion IS needed to think one is at the theater 
“Anv news’ Anv news’’’ Zabaglione asked 
“The news that the bank has shut its doors has now reached 
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the people in the vallevs ” said Don Senofonte “I met Don 
Pasquale Colamartini ot Pietrasecca He looked as if he were 
completely out of his mind He hadn t kno vn the bank w 's 
m difficulties All that was left of his half-witted wife’s dowry 
was on deposit ” 

“In the old days a bank failure would have led to a fine 
lav/suit said Zabaghone Nowadays all that sort of thing is 
liquidated within the bosom ot the Etcetera Etcetera lamilv ” 
“Have you ever heard of a man called Pietro Spina’” the 
captain of the municipal guard asked 

No one in the room had ever heard of him 
“He belongs to the Spina family of Rocca dei Marsi,” the 
captain of the municipal guard evplaincd He's a ciazv rev- 
olutionary He was an emiQic, and it appeals that he re- 
turned to Italy for the purpose of assassinating Etcetera Et- 
cetera The police were on his trail for three months He was 
reported in this neighboihood too because it appeals that he 
wanted to set fire to the sheaves ot corn on the threshing- 
floors But news came today that he has been arrested in 
Rome ” 

“That’s one maniac the less,” said Zabaghone “Some one 
who doesn't know the meaning of sell-disciphne and sacri- 
fice ” 

“Did you say Spina’’ Of Rocca dei Marsi’’” Don Senofonte 
asked “1 know the family I was at school with the boy’s 
father His father was a good fellow He perished in the 
earthquake Another old family coming to a bad end ” 

“How did they know he wanted to burn the corn’” asked 
Don Paolo “Was he seen in this part of the world at reaping- 
time’” 

“He has never been seen in this part of the world,” said the 
captain of the municipal guard, cither now or in previous 
years He has always carried on his propaganda in the cities 
But at reapmg-time this year thcie were inscriptions on the 
walls scrawled in red saying ‘Long Live Pietro Spina ’ This 
is the first time it has cvei happened It proves that Spina 
must have been the neighborhood ” 

“Do you think he came here to write on the walls’’” the 
priest asked 

“Not he, but his followers,” said the captain of the munici- 
pal guard 

“Oh, his followers ” Don Paolo blurted out “Are there, 
then, any rebellious peasants’” 

In his zeal he forgot his caution 

“There's a lot ot ferment among the young people ” said 
the captain of the municipal guard 'The things they say 
under the pretext of talking about the corporate state are 
enough to make one s hair stand on end ” 

“The voting generation is the dangerous generation,” Don 
Senotonte said, “the generation that piesents the bill The 
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youngsters take literally the idea that the corporate state 
spells the end of capitalism The >oung generation wants cap- 
italism to be destroved ’ 

“That IS the root of the trouble ” Zabaglione said “Taking 
things literallv No regime ought e\ei to he taken liteialK 
otherwise what would the world come to^ Suppose a Fiench 
citizen took it into his head to live accoiding to the Declara- 
tion of the Rights ot Man' He would end up in piison 
Have you read the papers todat"^ In Russia the deith penalty 
has been reestablished for adolescents Wh\ ’ Piobablv be- 
cause they took the Soviet constitution literallv Theic ought to 
be a rule that a countrv s constitution onlv concerns lavvvers 
and older persons who understand the meaning ol discipline 
and sacrifice and must be rigorously ignoicd hv the young” 
The captain ot the municipil guard agiced 
“I was put in charge ot the public libraiv, ’ he said “What 
real need there was foi a libiary I do not undci stand Peo- 
ple who want books ought to buv them Nevertheless the li- 
brary was opened The books came trom Rome Bovs came 
and started asking for the collected works ol the head of the 
government Look'’ thev started saving ‘here it savs that 
the Church, the roval faniilv, and capitalism ought to be over- 
thrown ’ 1 tried to explain that those books were written for 
grown-up people and not tor bovs and that at their age they 
ought to be reading novels But they would not be pul oft In 
the end, with the permission ol the highci .luthonlics 1 was 
forced to withdraw those books from the library and put them 
in a drawer under lock and kev ” 

“Too late," said Don Senofonte “Too late Mv son tells 
me a typed copy of extracts tiom those books is ciiculaling 
among the younger people Some voting men meet in the Villa 
delle Stagioni on the other sule of the stream to read and 
discuss it Mv son savs there must be a second lovolution to 
bring about all the things in those books 

“Are thev voung peasants' Don Paolo asked 
“Three or four voting students the capt.iin of the munici- 
pal guard said The aulhoiilics know all about it, and at the 
right moment thev will break up the g.ime ’ 

Zabaglione shook his head 

‘When boys stait taking seriously the things they read in 
books it IS the worst of evils he said 

I, too, when 1 was a boy look the Bible and the writings of 
the Church Fathers seriously Don Paolo said to himself and 
look what has become of me A stranger in my ovvn country, 
not ten miles tiom the village in which 1 was born, an in- 
valid and hunt"d like a wild beast 

The priest and the chemist left the house together 
“Did you know Pietro Spina’s father when he was still a 
student^” the priest asked him “Was he mad, too, like his 
son^” 
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“I knew him at Naples,” Don Senofonte said “We were re- 
publicans, like most students at that time Giuseppe Mazzmi 
was our god, and Alberto Mario his prophet Then we re- 
turned to the Marsica, and married at about the same time He 
came to see me a few years later, and he had changed almost 
beyond recognition I shall never forget what he said ‘The 
poetry is over and the prose has begun,’ were the words he 
used The dreams of youth are poetry, and real life is prose 
Every generation goes through the same experience The au- 
thorities now complain to me that my son is inciting his com- 
rades to talk of a second revolution ‘It’s his age, the age of 
illusions,’ I tell them ‘Now he’s at the poetry stage, but 
later he’ll settle down and marry become a state employee, 
and the prose will come ’ Alas' What if there were no poetry 
m life, and if the prose did not come after it'” 

“What would happen if men remained faithful to their 
youthful ideals"'” Don Paolo asked 

Don Senofonte raised his hands to heaven, as though to say 
it would be the end of the world 

“There comes a time,” he said, “when young people find 
the bread and wine of their own homes insipid They look 
elsewhere for their nourishment The bread and wine of the 
inns, which they find at the cro.ssroads, on the highways, can 
alone appease their hunger and their thirst But man cannot 
spend all his lite in inns ” 

Don Senofonte showed the priest some of the sights of the 
town 

“That is the new orphan asylum ” he said “That is the new 
home of the Dopolavoro This is the new post-office That is 
the new theater We have all the luxuries but lack the ne- 
cessities ” 

The two men entered the headquarters of the Corporation 
of Commerce for a moment 

“This used to be the private warehouse of two wholesalers 
who bought the fruit and vegetables of the Marsica and resold 
them in the capital” Don Senofonte said ‘They have not 
changed their business address They still carrv on their busi- 
ness from here The only difterence is that the rent and the 
employees’ wages are now paid by the state ” 

On the walls were two marble tablets with inscriptions 
One said ‘ Coi poratioiis Represent the Downfall of Capital- 
ism ” and the other, ‘Who Is against the Corporations Is 
against the State ” 

“What a beautiful thing marble is'” Don Senofonte re- 
marked 

In the distance the piiest saw an old man walking with 
difficLiltv He recognized him as Don Pasquale He said good- 
by to the chemist and went to join him At fust old Colamar- 
tiiii did not recognize him Then he almost tell into the 
priest s arms, trembling all over He seemed on the point of 
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collapse He breathed with difficulty and could hardly speak 
“Courage,” said the priest “I know everything ” 

Don Paolo accompanied Don Pasqualc to the trap He 
helped him to adjust the harness Then, with great difficulty, 
he managed to get him into the driver’s seat and put the 
reins into his shaking hands 

The old man’s eyes were filled with tears He said 
‘This IS the end,” he said “This really is the end ” 

“Isn’t there anyone who could accompany you back to Pie- 
trasecca'^” Don Paolo asked him ‘Isn’t there some friend who 
could go back in the trap with you'?” 

The old man shook his head 

“No one,” he said “No one This is the end ” 

Don Paolo went back to the hotel to see if there were a 
reply from Dr Sacca, but there was none Perhaps Sacca will 
come tonight or tomorrow, without warning, the priest said 
to himself 

Berenice had learned that the Colamartini had been ruined 
by the failure of the bank, and she was laughing mihcioiisly 
“This IS retribution ” she said “Don Pasquale married an 
old half-wit to have much money and few children This is 
his retribution He loses his money, his children leave home, 
and he’s left with the old half-wit ” 

The priest asked Berenice whether she knew the son of 
Don Senofonte, the chemist 

“He’s a nice young fellow, but he’ll be the rum of his 
family,” she said 

The tram from Rome had arrived and the passengers leav- 
ing the station passed m front of the hotel Two carabinien 
stopped a young man with a leather case under his arm 
“What do you want here'?” they asked him 
“I’m a fruit dealer,” the young man said 
“Have you got your license'?” 

The young man searched in his w’allet and produced it 
“Have you got your corporation card?” 

The young man produced it 
“Have you paid your taxes'?” 

The young man had even paid his taxes 
“Very well,” one of the carabinieri said to him “All your 
papers are in order, so there’s no need to arrest you You 
will remain in Fossa until the next tram comes in and then 
go straight back to Rome ” 

“But I came here to buy fruit ” the young man said 
The two carabinieri expressed themselves w'lth the precision 
and exactitude of the slogans on the marble tablets 

“The times of capitalist speculation are over,” one of them 
said 

' The corporation attends to the buying of fruit,” said the 
other 
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The young man was m a cold sweat He declared himself 
convinced 

“You’ve had a narrow escape, young man,” Berenice said 
to him “You’re very lucky not to have been locked up What 
on earth were you up to"^ Why didn’t you stay at home'^” 
“Thank >ou ” said the young man Thank you for your 
kind words ’ And he went back to the station to take the 
train to Rome 

Bianchina had heard of Don Paolo’s arrival and came to see 
him 

“Where are you living'^” the priest asked her 
“In a country house called the Villa delle Stagioni,” she 
said 

Don Paolo had one object in his mind 
“Do you know Don Senofonte’s son'^” he asked 
“Pompeo’” Bianchina said “He’s a great friend of Alber- 
to’s He often comes to the Villa delle Stagioni ” 

“Take me to the Villa delle Stagioni,” Don Paolo said 
Bianchina looked better and not so thin She was neater 
and tidier, and had lost the somewhat bedraggled look she 
had at Pietrasecca She looked a little older, too But perhaps 
that was appearance only 

“Have you become a good girl now’” 

“The wolf loses his hair but not his vice,” Bianchina an- 
swered, with a laugh “But that is only a manner of speaking, 
because as tar as hair is concerned I have more than enough 
to spare ” 

The Villa delle Stagioni had formerly been a manor house 
that had been abandoned and was now put to agricultural 
uses It had once been the summer residence of a baron who 
had died ridden with debts The park wall that surrounded it 
had tumbled down in many places The park gates had been 
taken from their hinges and were propped up against the wall 
Nettles and poppies grew freely along the carriage drive What 
had once been a peacock mclosure was used for a chicken- 
run A Renaissance-stvle pavilion, entirely covered with ivy, 
which had once been a small temple of Venus, was used as 
a storehouse tor straw The villa consisted ot two wings set 
at right angles to one another The upper floors were aban- 
doned because ram came in through the rool Horses and 
cows were kept in some of the ground-floor rooms, and some 
peasants lived in the others Between the balconies were four 
empty niches where once there had been four statues repre- 
senting the seasons of the year On the walls which were 
weather-worn and stained with saltpeter and damp, were a 
number of inscriptions scrawled in big led Icttcis Long live 
the corpor itions without Princd Torlonia'” ‘Down with the 
bureaucracy' Long live the second revolution ’ 

Alberto and another young man were sitting at the edge 
of a big pool built m the gianitc pavement 
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“It was once a trout pool,” Bianchma said “Now it’s used 
for watering cattle and horses ” 

Alberto introduced Pompeo, the chemist’s son Don Paolo 
sat down next to the young men, at the edge of the pool and 
remained silent 

One of the corner rooms of the villa served to store the 
sporting equipment of the government >oiith oiganization It 
was also used by Bianchma and Alberto, who lived in it Two 
more young men came from the room and joined the otheis 
beside the granite pool 
Don Paolo spoke 

“How I should like to stay here with vou in silence, all 
night sitting round this pool as we arc now ” he said 
“Bianchma has spoken to us about >ou ” Pompeo said 
“There is a kind of silence Don P lolo continued, “in 
which the hard thick shell which noimalK covers and pro- 
tects us the thick shell ol fiction and picjudicc and leady- 
made phrases which separate man from man begins to ciack 
and open There is no need to tear such silence There is no 
need to be afraid of thiowmg oft all formulas, commonplaces, 
and sententious phrases ” 

“We are not afraid.” said Pompeo 

“We must not be afraid Don Paolo W'ent on “Wc have 
reached a stage at w'hich a member ol the government youth 
organization must not be atraid of talking to a Communist, 
an intellectual of talking to a peasant ” 

“Do you mean that all distinctions between men arc arti- 
ficial'^” Pompeo asked 

“Certainly not,” Don Paolo replied “But there are many ar- 
tificial distinctions which aie cieated with the specific object 
of concealing the essential ones There are divided forces 
that ought to be united and there are artificially uniieJ forces 
which ought to be divided There are manv distinctions that 
are distinctions of words only There arc manv alliances that 
are alliances ot woids only In no century have woids been 
so perverted from their natural purpose of putting man in 
touch with man as they are today I o speak and to deceive 
(often to deceive oneself) have become almost s>non\mous 
So far has this process gone that J wishing to speak to >ou 
sincerely and fraternally with no other object in mind than 
that of understanding vou and making mvself undci stood by 
you, it I begin to search tor the right words remain m per- 
plexity, so false equivocal, hackneyed and cnmpiomised are 
they Therelore it is perhaps better to keep silent and to trust 
the silence ” 

Four young men a girl and a priest were silting by the 
pool and they kept silent 

A peasant came and opened the stable doors The cows 
came out slowlv two by two and drank at the pool They 
were thin, black-and-white working cows, with big arching 
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homs They drank slowly, looking aslant at the group sitting 
silently round the pool, and then went back to their stalls 
The cowherd shut the door and came and sat down at the 
edge of the pool 
Pompeo spoke 

“There was a man who saved his country from ruin and 
showed it the way to regeneration,” he said “His words were 
clear and not ambiguous He came into power, and we were 
astonished at the contrast between his words and all his ac- 
tions We asked ourselves Is it possible that he has betrayed 
ust A few weeks ago some one came to us and revealed the 
truth He whom we suspected of treachery had in reality 
been made a pnsonei and he is confined in a cellar under the 
Banca Commerciale in Rome, and a double has been put in 
his place to be shown at parades and ceremonies ” 

“That explains everything,” said Alberto 
“That makes the whole thing perfectly clear,” the cowherd 
said 

“What we wonder is how it would be possible to set him 
free,” said Bianchma 

“It would not be easy,” Pompeo confessed “His worst ene- 
mies have established themselves in the seat of government 
They still exploit his name in order to deceive the young, but 
all their actions are the very reverse of what he taught ” 
“All the same, an attempt ought to be made to set him 
free,” Bianchma said “Something ought to be done ” 

“Only a second revolution could set him free,” said Pom- 
peo 

“What do you think'^” the cowherd asked the priest 
“I cannot tell you for certain whether the man of whom 
you speak is really a prisoner of the bank,” Don Paolo re- 
plied “Some people, of course, believe it But in any case it is 
not just a matter of one man alone What is certain, and what 
anyone who has his eyes open can see for himself, is that the 
whole country has been made a prisoner of the bank ” 
Pompeo agreed 

“The bank exercises a dictatorship over the whole country, 
under the mask of the corporations,” he said 
“What is to be done, then’” Bianchma asked 
“I, too, believe in the necessity of working for the second 
revolution,” said Don Paolo “1 too believe in the necessity of 
setting our country free from servitude to the bank It will be 
a long and painful task, full ot snares and pitfalls It will not 
be a less worthy enterprise tor that ” 

Don Paolo spoke calmly, in a matter-of-fact voice, as 
though he were saying the most natural thing in the world 
Ncveithelcss there was a note of firmness in his voice that 
left no doubt Bianchma threw her arms around his neck and 
embraced him 
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“Who would ever have imagined that we would have a 
priest with us for the second revolution‘s” said Alberto 
“Don Paolo is not a priest, but a saint,” said Bianchina 
“In every revolution,” Pompeo said, ‘ there have been 
priests who have blessed the cause of the people ’ 

Pompeo's remark must be understood in ils true, southern 
Italian, Catholic sense A priests function in a levokitionarv 
movement rather resembles that of a mihtaiy chaplain Would 
a peasant, even an atheist peasant advance to the attack il he 
did not know there was a chaplain in the rear'’ The presence 
of a consecrated person in the revolutionary ranks is wel- 
comed in the same way It gives a sense oi greater security, 
not because you are afraid ot the other world (a soutlicrncr is 
not afraid of anything’), but because (after all you never 
know) his presence is always a protection Besides it after 
death you reallv had to appear before the Almightv on the 
ludgmcnt Throne (a pure hvpothcsis o1 course but it's ns 
well to take account of everything) you could always say, 
“Excuse me, but did you not notice that even pnests were on 
our side ” 

“I must confess to you,” said Don Paolo, “that I do not at- 
tach much importance to my pnestlv clothing ” 

“Its more prudent for you to remain a priest,” Pompeo 
remarked 

“Let us respect prudence ” the priest said with a laugh 
“But what are we to do now — at oncc>' said one ot the 
young men who h.id not yet opened his mouth 

‘ With your pci mission ” Don Paolo replied “I would rather 
discuss that with Pompeo alone ’ 

The priest and the chemist’s son departed together They 
left the park ot the Villa della Stagioni jumped a biook .ind 
took a path between some vegetable gardens surrounded by 
hedges of hawthoin Thev walked tor some distance without 
talking Then Don Paolo spoke 

“We belong to two diffcicnt generations ” he said “My gen- 
eration grew up in the war, and voiir gcneiation grew up 
within these last five years The dilfeicncc is cnoimous Never- 
theless, in our different generations we aic the same kind of 
young men, in the southern dialect 1 migiit sav wc belong to 
the same ‘race’ of young men The ‘race to which wc belong 
IS distinguished by the tact that it begins bv taking seriously 
the principles taught us by our own educators and teachers 
These principles are proclaimed to be the tcundations of 
present-day society but if one takes them scriouslv and uses 
them as a standard to test society as it is oiganizcd and as it 
functions toilay it becomes evident that ihoic is a r.idical con- 
tradiction between the two Oui society in piactice ignoics 
those principles altogether It is this discovery that Ic ids one 
to become a revolutionary Society preserves those piinciples 
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as a fiction But for us, who have nourished them with our life 
blood, they are a serious and sacred thing They are the foun- 
dation of our inner life The way society butchers them, using 
them as a mask and a tool to cheat and fool the people, fills 
us with anger and indignation That is how one becomes a 
levolutionai y ” 

At this point the two men had to jump another brook The 
path continued along a row of almond trees between fields of 
burnt stubble There were a few bushes of npe mulberries, and 
the two stopped to pick some Pompeo pricked his finger Don 
Paolo went on 

‘ We belong to two different generations Our points of de- 
parture were different But both took seriously the things they 
told us, and so we reached the same point Our most impor- 
tant task now is to unite our two generations, or at any rate 
those of the same ‘race’ belonging to our two generations ” 
The path led out onto the provincial road It was full of 
donkeys, carts, and peasants returning from the Fucino 

“There are Torlonia’s niggers ” said Pompeo “Torlogne’s 
niggcis, I should say, belonging to the so-called Roman 
prince who really comes from the Auvergne, like many of the 
adventurers m Balzac’s novels ” 

“And Monsieur Laval ” Don Paolo added 
The two started laughing Then they noticed that they had 
walked a long way from Fossa Don Paolo was tired and 
leaned on Pompeo’s arm They went back by the provincial 
road, which was quicker, and Pompeo slackend his pace in 
order not to tire his companion He would have liked to be 
silent, because he liked walking with this man, listening to 
him breathing in silence 

‘ But, to be practical how are we to start'^ What are the 
first steps wc must take'’” 

Don Paolo started talking of practical things Speaking 
softly, he gave Pompeo some of his own ideas, encouraged 
him to make objections, and discussed the most minute de- 
tails with him Don Paolo drew on the technical experience 
ot his past work as a conspirator, but he did this sparingly, 
because he knew that conspiracy is an art and not a science, 
and that there is only true art where there is originality and 
imagination, not just wooden plans and repetitions Besides, 
coopciafion with the younger generation was an entirely new 
expencace tor him and he intended to push it to the utter- 
most without encumbering it with formulas Nothing was 
more repugnant to him than to present himself as a master 
and as an initiate, particularly to youths whose experience 
had been entirely different fiom his own Undoubtedly he 
would be able to tell them many things, but only after they 
thcmscI'LS had spoken and said what they had to say 

The two Iricnds separated before reaching Fossa, to avoid 
being seen together 
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The raucous voice of a talkie filled the main street of Fossa, 
which was ciowded with children The noise lollowed the 
priest as far as his room Don Paolo went to bed, ttred but joy- 
ful 

The first stone is laid, he said to himself 
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Chapter VIII 


A NOTE FROM DR SACCA ARRIVED NEXT DAY HE EXCUSED HIM- 

self trom pj\ing Don PaoJo a visit, on giounds ot prudence 
But Dr Sacca could not be very useful to Don Paolo in his 
new venture The hrst stone has been laid, Don Paolo re- 
peated to hiniselt and now 1 must find the second Out- 
wardly, nothing unusual had happened But two men had 
walked together, and that was something extraordinary Don 
Paolo could haidly sleep tor thinking ot it Thus it was that 
great events were born But people passed by without noticing 
anything — the eiiabinieri, the centuiions, the Scribes and the 
Pharisees Zabaglione, Don Senotonte, and Berenice — and not 
one ot them noticed anything But two men had talked to- 
gether That was how every conspiracy began 

Don Girasole, the old parish priest of Fossa, whose thin 
featuics bore a strange resemblance to Bianchina came to in- 
vite Don Paolo to inspect his church But Don Paolo briefly 
excused himself, saving that he had no time He burned Dr 
Sacca’s note went to the station, and took the tiain to Rome 
The first stone has been hud and now 1 must find the second, 
he said to himself I must get assistance from the workers, 
and then the struggle will begin His clerical garb enabled 
him to pass safely through the close police watch kept on 
the Termini station at Rome, but it left him perplexed when 
he thought of making contact with any of his old acquaint- 
ances To present himself in priest's clothing would be ri- 
diculous, and dangerous besides 

Don Paolo had in his bag a coat, a cap, and a tie, the min- 
imum equipment necessary to transform himself into a lay- 
man But the transfoimation could not possibly take place in 
the street or in a hotel or in any other place that might be 
under obseivation because he would be detected at once 
After wandering about tor a long time in the neighborhood of 
the station, he reached the Lateral! quarter In the great sunny 
squaie between the basilica ot San Giovanni and the Church 
of the Scala Santa an amusement park was being dismantled 
Its gaudy and spurious dccoiations had been removed and 
workmen svcie taking down the scaffolding Tents, colored 
posters, lamps wooden horses and tin swords were being 
packed into 'orries Plaster statues a painting of a phantom 
boat on a stoimy sea, and a skin of a sanguinary Bengal tiger 
lay on the ground m the dust Don Paolo made his way across 
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the littered square and sought refuge in the cool shade of the 
Church of the Stala Santa A few women dressed m black 
were mounting the big staircase to the church on their knees 
According to a medieval legend the staircase after which the 
chuich was named came trom the house of Pontius Pilate m 
Jerusalem, and various objects, retrieved from Golgotha by St 
Helen, are imbedded m the steps namely the remains of the 
Cross, one ot the nails used to crucify Jesus and some thorns 
from the crown that was put on His head when He was mock- 
ingly called the King of the Jews Don Paolo waited for the 
women to finish their weary ascent and go awav but he had 
to wait a long time, because they stopped at every step, sigh- 
ing painfully, and recited interminable prayers The stairs 
were many, and the poor women s knees must have hurt 
dreadfully Paying tribute to the Roman proconsul at Jerusa- 
lem must have been a tedious business Don Paolo waited 
patiently at the foot of the marble group representing Pilate 
showing Christ to the people On the pedestal were the words 
Hcec est hora vestra el potestas tencbrai iiin A little dark- 
ness would have been very convenient for Don Paolo When 
at last the women got to the top of the steps and came down 
one of the side staircases Don Paolo rapidly mounted the 
Holy Stairs He remained at the top lor a short time and when 
he came down he was entirely transformed Don Paolo Spada 
had entered the church, but Pietro Spina came out of it 

He could not help laughing a little, but once in the street, 
in broad daylight, he felt embarrassed walking without his 
soutane He felt as a woman must feel the first time she goes 
out m a ski-suit He felt that everybody must be looking at 
his legs, and this made him walk quicklv almost run He 
looked down several times to see whether his trousers were 
properly buttoned Thus he passed the Porta San Giovanni 
and went down the Via Appia Nuova Then he took a side 
street to the right and walked through a suburb grouped about 
several cinemas and a new church Beyond this quarter there 
was a vast and dreary expanse of fields It was a domain of 
cats, lost dogs, and boys playing truant from school The 
fields were furrowed by trenches and ditches, and were also 
used to dump wood, bricks, piping, and corrugated iron A 
few months previously, when Spina had had to fly from the 
police, he had taken refuge here m a hut of an old man 
named Mannaggia Lamorra, who came from the same village 
as he As a boy Mannaggia had been a servant in his father’s 
house at Orta and he had spent many years abroad He had 
sold mineral water in the Bariio La Boca at Buenos Aires, had 
worked in a brick-factory at St -Andre, neai Maiscilles and 
after that he had spent some years working m a s.indpit near 
Rome 

“How do you earn a living now?” Spina had asked on 
meeting him again 
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“I get along,” Lamorra had answered without offenng any 
details 

Spina had no difficulty in finding Lamorra’s wooden hut 
with its corrugated iron roof Lamorra came forward hap- 
pily and deferentially to receive him 

“Arc you in this part of the world again, sir'^” he said 
Spina handed him an address and said 
“Go and find out if a foreman builder named Romeo still 
lives there, find out if he’s working and where he’s working, 
but don’t attract attention to yourself ” 

Lamorra went off and Spina entered the hut to wait for 
him While he was waiting he fell asleep 

Lamorra came back late, drunk and hatless, but with pre- 
cise information Spina had prepared two beds inside the hut, 
but Lamorra wouldn’t come in He lay down outside, over- 
come with a sudden respect 

“The hut IS small,” he said, “and how could I sleep be- 
side my master^” 

“You’re the master here,” said Spina, “and I'm your guest ” 
But Lamorra shook his head 

“Your father was a good man,” he said “When he was 
angry he used to beat me but he was a good man all the 
same He gave me a shoulder of kid once at Easter The 
taste of that kid is m my mouth tonight ” 

Spina tried to go to sleep on a camp bed inside the hut, 
and Lamorra lay outside on the ground near the door. The 
bed was teeming with bugs and fleas They pounced greedily 
on Spina’s flesh, which was fresher than his host’s Spina 
turned and tossed, hut dared not complain to Lamorra, for 
fear ot offending him But Lamorra noticed his discomfort 
“There must be 'Abyssinians’ in the bed,” he said “If you 
pretend not to notice them they leave you alone ” 
“Good-night,” Spina replied 

Lamorra, under the influence of the wine, started recalling 
the most beautiful episodes in his long life 

“Once,” he began, ‘your father gave me a Tuscan cigar 
What a cigar' It was on a Saturday night, and I smoked it on 
Sunday morning, in the square outside the church, while the 
women were coming home from Mass What a cigar'” 

Spina went to sleep, but Lamorra continued with his remin- 
iscences 

‘ At Buenos Aires there is d little river called Riachuelo, 
and the Italians live along it They are called t^nngos and 
also Mnos Once there was a beautiful, fat Negress ” 

Early next morning Spina went to wait for Romeo near the 
Porta San Giovanni It was not long before the foreman 
builder appeared, but since other workmen were with him. 
Spina did not approach him but followed some way behind 
him Workmen came trooping along from every side, and there 
was a beauty in the air that moved Spina deeply, the mar- 
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velous beauty of Rome at dawn when there is no one in the 
streets but honest people going to work walking quickly and 
talking little At the Porta San Giovanni, Romeo went down 
the Via della Mura Aurcliane and at the Porta Metrovia he 
left his companions and went alone down the Vn della Fer- 
ratella Spina walked behind him and hummed a tune that 
Romeo had often sung when the two of them had been de- 
ported to the isle of Ustica The song started 

Never a tose williout a lhain,‘ 

Nc\er a Honian wii/ioiit a kisi 

Romeo looked round, but pretended not to recognize him 
He went on to the place where he w'oikcd as foreman where 
a number ot biicklayers were waiting tor him Perhaps there 
was some one tiom the Abuizzi among them who might serve 
for Spina’s plan The fiist stone has been laid he said to him- 
self and I must find the second Mav it be a worker 

The building on which Romeo was at work was still at the 
initial stages The walls onh reached to the bricklayers’ 
chests, and scaffolding was necessary in order to continue 
Romeo gave directions to his men 

“The first pole has been erected, and now we must erect 
the second ’’ he said 
Spina walked past 

“Are you the owner of that terrace that needs repairing^’’ 
Romeo called out 

“Yes, I am,” answered Spina “I want to know what it wiU 
cost ’’ 

The two walked away to discuss the repairs to the terrace, 
and went and sat down between the hme-kiln and the tool- 
shed 

Spina drew a plan of the terrace on the ground 
“I’ve got to find a very reliable mm 'he said “If possi- 
ble he must be a worker He must come from the Abruzzi 
and still be in touch with his native village I want him 
to go back to his village and woik in conjunction with me 
Without a worker to help me I shall not be able to build any- 
thing lasting ’ 

“You re asking too much ’’ Romeo replied 
“The man has got to be found ’ said Spina 
The foreman builder reflected for a moment Then he de- 
scribed the situation 

“The reaction against the people from Apulia the Ab- 
ruzzi and Sardinia vvho wcic among us has been terrific 
The police nearly all come from the country themselves, and 
you cannot imagine their fury whenever a revolutionary who 
IS not a townsman but a countryman falls into their hands 
If a townsman believes in liberty it is a grave crime, but if an 
^Thorn in Italian is Spina 
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ex-peasant is for liberty it is sacrilege and all the hatred of 
the authorities is unleashed against him He is nearly always 
killed but if he does escape with his life he’s such a wreck 
when he comes out ot prison that his fellow-villagers are 
terrified of him and run away ” 

“What has happened to Chelucci'^’’ Spina asked 

“He was arrested again a month ago for distributing an 
anti-war pamphlet, and now he’s in Regina Coeli He s nearly 
blind ’’ 

“What IS Pozzi doing''” 

“He’s a bit suspect at present,” said Romeo “Nobody can 
understand why Chelucci was arrested and not Pozzi for 
the police found them together But the police may haye done 
It on purpose to discredit and isolate him How can one know 
the truth'' There have been several cases like his, and they 
have been the saddest ” 

“Aren’t there any others from the Abruzzi in the groups'' ’ 

“We used to have Diproui until he got married But as 
soon as he married he wouldn’t have anything more to do 
with us Now every Sunday he goes to Mass with his wife in 
the morning, and in the afternoon he goes to the races with 
his blonde mistress When he mentions his revolutionary past 
he says he feels as if he had thrown off a nightmare There 
used to be a student named Luigi Murica, but he has com- 
pletely disappcaied I \e had inquiries made several times but 
I have never managed to find him He was a nice young fel- 
low ” 

“What IS Pecctti doing''” 

“He now writes poettv about birds and flowers” Romeo 
said “Tve been shown a paper with a poem of his, all about 
birds and flowers, but even so the police won’t leave him 
alone, because he refuses to denounce his former friends ” 

“Some active and trustworthy member of the groups has 
got to be found ” said Spina “It is absolutely necessary ” 

“Come back here tomorrow night when we stop work,” 
Romeo said 

Spina had no desire to go straight back to Lamorra’s hut, 
so he went down the Via della Navicclla and the Via Claudia 
towards the center ot the city, in order to see it once more 
But the beauty of Rome had faded The workers had disap- 
peared from the streets and no one was to be seen now but 
men in unitorm, government clerks priests, and nuns going 
shopping Rome was now a different place And between ten 
and eleven, when the big parasites began to appear, the hier- 
archs, the higher officials of the ministries, and the monsig- 
nori with their violet stockings. Rome suddenly became odi- 
ous in his sight Spina went down the Via Labicana and re- 
turned to the outskirts of the city after buying some insect 
powder to dispose ot Mannaggia Lamorra’s ‘ Abvssinians ” He 
gave himself a lot ot trouble for nothing, tor the “Abyssin- 

134 



lans” scattered and hid during the day, their tactics being 
guerilla warfare at night 

Mannaggia Lamoira was out all dav He came back towards 
evening, looking moie dead than alive He had a huge black 
eve, one of his hands had been bitten and his clothing had 
been torn Spina tried to find out how he had managed to get 
himself into such a state but Mannaggia instead ol leplvmg, 
took a small bottle of iodine fiom a box and applied it to his 
injuied hand 

“You lack the greatest necessities but you've got a bottle of 
iodine Spina said ‘Do you often get beaten up like this‘s” 

“Once or twice a week according to the time ot year,” 
Mannaggia replied ‘But now I’m ted up with it This is the 
last time ’ 

Spina tried hard to find out who it was who beat him so 
regularly and whv, but Mannaggia sought to change the 
subject At last he confessed 

‘ He’ll probably be coming here later and vou II see him,” 
he said “You know him already Do vou remember an en- 
gineer from our part of the world named Achilles Scarpa’’” 

Spina remembcied him well Scarpa had been dubbed 
Fleet-footed Achilles when Spina was still a student having 
earned that Homeric title as the heio of one ot the most in- 
explicable episodes of the Great War For it seemed estab- 
lished be\ond all possible doubt that at nine o clock in the 
morning on the day when the retreat from Caporetto began 
he was at Palmanova near the front and at ten o clock on the 
same da> he was at Rome, which is about six hundred kilo- 
meters away Not even an airplane could have covered the 
distance in the time and what made the storv even more re- 
markable was that Scarpa was an mfanlrvmnn and main- 
tained that he had tiaveled from Palmanova to Rome on foot 
Apart from this incident, he had always been a normal, even 
a timid and retiring man 

“Signor Achilles being out of a job has assumed the task 
of protecting foieign women and giil touiists who come to 
Rome,’ Lamorra said ‘ He hangs around certain hotels and 
pensions to spot the new arrivals He lollows them and when 
he finds one ot the type he likes the blonde fragile nordic 
type, he sends tor me When the girl goes unescorted to some 
lonely place such as the Colosseum at certain hours of the 
day, I have to accost her, sav coarse things to her follow her, 
and frighten her An elegant young man who just happens to 
be going bv intervenes on the young lady s behalf He, of 
course is Signor Achilles A dramatic struggle takes place be- 
tween us It lasts until he hnalK has the advantage over me 
and beats me to the ground in accordance w'lth the agree- 
ment Signor Achilles then makes a beautiful bow offers the 
young lady his arm and escorts her back to her hotel ” 

‘ So that s your occupation now^” said Spina 
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“And a very hard one it is,” said Mannaggia “Signor 
Achilles calls me the Monster Outside the Gates He says the 
most dreadtul things about me to the young ladies he res- 
cues and that, of course, only increases their gratitude to 
him ” 

“It must certainly be a lucrative occupation,” Spina re- 
maiked 

“It might be,” the Monster replied, “if Signor Achilles did 
not have scruples The first tew times, after accompanying the 
young ladies back to their hotels, he would suddenly notice 
he had lost his wallet in the tiay, and the young lady would 
nearly always compensate him adequately But now, or at any 
rate so he says he finds this stratagem repugnant and only 
has recourse to it when he is completely bioke Otherwise he 
contents himself with glory alone ” 

“What gloi y 

“The glory ot risking his life to save the honor of inexpe- 
rienced young ladies who come to our country from abroad 
and are beset by the Monster Outside the Gates Signor Achil- 
les always says we must show foreigners that the tiaditions of 
ancient chivalry in our country are not dead ” 

‘ But the whole thing is a sham,” said Spina “Both the as- 
sault and the rescue ” 

‘Do you think my wounds are a sham^’ Mannaggia re- 
plied ‘ Do you think I let mvselt be knocked about without 
hitting back’ II only it all went according to the agreement’ 
But unloi tunalcly Signoi Achilles as he himself admits has 
a romantic and passionate temperament He nearly always 
loses his head He becomes inflamed in the ardor of the battle, 
forgets the agreement, and starts hitting out in earnest, 
though he expects me to take it lying down But that is im- 
possible I have to defend myself and I hit back ” 

“But are the young ladies taken in so easily as all that’’” 
Spina asked 

“They fall into our hands like ripe plums,” the Monster 
replied ' Perhaps it is the elTect of the Italian sun There have 
been three, so tar, who did not even allow time for Signor 
Achilles to intervene, but yielded to me at once, almost as 
soon as I approached them Thus I have known some elegant 
women with fine embroidered and initialed underwear, and 
expensive scents, who have never done a day’s work in their 
lives However, the effect of these unexpected successes was 
to make Signor Achilles luriously jealous He was wild with 
me and insisted on my dirtying my face and making myself 
look as repugnant as possible before he would let me ap- 
proach anv other girl he pointed out ” 

A man with a limp and a bandaged head was to be seen 
coming across the ditches, putting the stray dogs arid cats to 
flight 
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“There he is now'” exclaimed the Monster, arming himself 
with a knotted stick 

The anger of Fleet-footed Achilles sounded terrible in the 
distance 

‘Come on out, you loathsome pig'” he cued ‘Come out 
of \our sty'” 

‘ If vou come anv nearer I II crack your skull' ’ replied the 
Monster brandishing his stick 

‘Now show vour courage treacherous coward' Now show 
your strength obscene gorilla'” cried Fleet-footed Achilles 
“If you come near me. I’ll crack your skull'” the Monster 
repeated 

The two remained some distance apart hurling defiance at 
each other and uttering the most blood-curdling threats This 
went on for a long time In the end Spina came forward as 
peacemaker FIcet-toot had some dilhculty in recognizing him 
at first, and when he did he expressed himself as being aston- 
ished to find an educated person living in a pig-sty with this 
disgusting chimpanzee 

“I have no money to go to a hotel ” said Spina 
Fleet-loot offered him the hospitality ot his own fiat and 
the Monster had no objection hoping Spina s society might 
have a mollifying elfect upon his p.irtner and cause him to 
observe the agi cement moie faithfully 

The flat to svhich Spina now removed consisted of a single 
third-floor room in the Via dci Marsi, near the Porta San Lo- 
renzo The loom was adorned with war trophies photographs 
of various film stars, and a portrait ot Etcetera Etcetera 
Fleet-footed Achilles cast himself wearily on the bed 
“What a life'” he exclaimed 

“Have vou been devoting vourself to the protection of 
young ladies from abroad toi a long timc^' Spina asked him 
“For two years, ’ the man replied ‘ At first [ used to take 
what came — Poles Hung mans Swiss Brazilians, anything 
But nowadays t conhne myself to women who come from 
countries whose cuiicncy stands highci than the liia 1 find 
them more cultivated and sensible, with the exception of the 
Irish pilgrims ” 

Fleet-toot had a box in w'hich he kept a large number of 
photographs and letters from women he had saved liom the 
Monster’s wiles He had another box of inlaid wood which was 
full ot curls and stiands ot hair ot the same origin — tender 
mementoes in all giadations ot blonde, red, and chestnut, all 
tied with blue ribbons 

‘ When I am old ’ said Flect-foot, ‘ I shall make a little 
cushion of them to rest my head on in the hour ot the siesta ” 
“You might also use them tor rheumatism,” said Spina “I 
hear that nothing is more effective ” 

“That fellow-villager ot yours, Mannaggia Lamorra, has 
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remained a vulgar peasant,” said Fleet-foot “All he cares 
about is money He cannot understand the divine beauty of 
two blue eyes saying thank you for having been preserved 
from profanation ” 

The bell rang and a smart, perfumed young woman came 
in, with her arms full of marmalade-jars, boxes of biscuits, 
several bottles, and a large bouquet of red roses She was a 
fair and voluptuous Dutch girl whom Fleet-foot had saved 
from the Monstei’s clutches that very day To express her 
gratitude she consulted a small pocket dictionary for every 
word 

“Marvelous,” she said, “tenderness, gratitude, for which, 
beautiful, dear with which, oh'” 

With the help of the bottles the conversation became even 
plainer Spina discreetly retired into the tiny bathroom He 
removed a heap of dirty washing and a lot of engineering 
books from the bath and settled down to spend the night in 
it Suspicious noises soon began coming from the neighbor- 
ing room, where the bed seemed to be moving backwards and 
forwards on its rollers as though an earthquake were in prog- 
ress Spina did all he could to shut his ears to what was hap- 
pening, particularly to the whimpering cries of the Dutch girl 
and Fleet-toot’s ferocious roars, which continued with only 
brief interiuptions all night long When it grew light next 
morning Spina was so tired that he fell asleep 

He was late tor his appointment with Romeo All the work- 
men had gone home The foreman was waiting for him be- 
hind the tool-shed A boy was with him 
“This lad IS the ‘contact’,” Romeo said 
“Money and a Czechoslovakian passport for you arrived 
from abroad a month ago,” the boy said to Spina 

“How do you know it is a Czechoslovakian passport?” 

“1 opened the envelope ” 

“You shouldn’t have done that,” said Spina 
“We distributed the anti-war leaflet at San Lorenzo yester- 
day ” the boy said 

“What did the leaflet say'^” 

‘ 1 haven’t had time to read it yet,” the boy said 
“Did vou help distribute ift” 

“Yes There are very few of us left, and we have to do a 
httle of everything ” 

Romeo lost his temper 

“What'^” he said “You’re doing both propaganda and con- 
tact^ Don’t vou know that every time the two have been com- 
bined the whole thing has failed from the start^” 

The lad was embarrassed and confused 
“What IS vour trade’’” Romeo asked 

“I’ve done a bit of everything, but I haven’t reaUy got a 
trade ” 
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“That’s the trouble ” the foreman said “If you don’t know 
a trade, you’ll never be able to do illegal work properly A 
builder putting up a scaffolding first plants the uprights then 
joins them with crosspieces, then puts up the scaftold-boaids 
A builder knows th it a pole cant be used as a ciosspiece, 
othcrvMse the scaffolding won’t stand It's the same in every 
job, the coopers the electrician’s the mechanic's E\ery 
job has its own rules Illegal work has its own rules, too, 
and if you don’t know and observe them vou pav for it with 
long years of imprisonment and sometimes with your life 
From today on vou will no longer serve as contact man Now 
go away and don t let vourselt be seen in this neighborhood 
again If we see each other you will pretend you don t know 
me ’’ 

The youth crestfallen went aw'ay 

Romeo gave Spina the addresses of some men from the Ab- 
ruzzi who had been out ol the groups tor some years 

“You’re the man best fitted to try to get them back into 
the movement,’’ he said The war scare has created a situa- 
tion in which some members who are now passive may be 
galvanized into action again ’’ 

“What do the masses think of the prospect of war’’’’ Spina 
asked 

“The masses don’t think about it at all They behave as if 
the war weie no aflair ot theirs From that point of view the 
leaflet trom abroad that we have started distributing is en- 
tirely mistaken It might have been written expressly to rouse 
the sympathies of the masses m favor of the war, which it 
describes as a robber’s enterprise If we succeed in convinc- 
ing the unemployed that there really is an\ thing to steal m 
Abyssinia, many of them will promptly enlist The only thing 
that holds them back now is the suspicion that Abyssinia 
has nothing worth looting Besides theie arc many revolu- 
tionary workers who rejoice at the prospect of wai which 
they think will lead to the downfall of the present govern- 
ment and give us liberty ’’ 

“My stay among the peasants during the last few months 
has convinced me of the futility of pure propaganda,” said 
Spina “The peasants accept the dictatorship, not bee luse they 
are convinced by its propaganda, but because the dictator- 
ship is a fact As long as the peasants have to choose be- 
tween facts and words, they will always abide by the facts, 
even if they are evil tacts Facts are one thing and words are 
another A peasant told me that a thousand females don’t 
make a male Therefore propaganda tor liberty must be ac- 
companied by courageous and resounding acts that demon- 
strate liberty in action In short, what we want is a new kind 
of program that illiterates can understand " 

“For instance'^” 
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“Blow up the offices of the Fucino administration at Avez- 
zano, set fire to two or three tax offices, prevent the seizure 
of poor families’ property by sudden raids ” 

“We shall talk of these things again,” Romeo said “In- 
dividual acts ot violence have never appealed to me ” Then 
he added with a laugh “Scratch an intellectual, and you al- 
ways find an anarchist'” 

Spina used the list of addresses that Romeo gave him Next 
day he succeeded in finding the home of an old friend of 
his Uliva a violinist, whom he had not heard of since they 
had used to meet in a Socialist students’ group All he knew 
about Uliva was that he had spent many months in prison 
and had lived completely apart ever since Spina found him 
on the fourth floor ot a house in the Via Panisperna m the 
Viminal quarter A young, pregnant woman took him to Uli- 
va’s room, and Uliva reeeived him with indifference, without 
pleasure or surprise He was a bent, bespectacled little man, 
wearing a dirty black suit that gave him a sad and neglected 
look Even after Spina had entered the room, he remained 
stretched on the divan, smoking and spitting He spat in a 
wide arc right across the room, in the direction of the 
washstand, but more often than not he missed it, traces of 
yellow tobacco juice were everywhere, on the fringes of the 
bed-cover on the writing-desk and on the walls 

“We haven’t seen each other for a long time,” said Spina 
“I didn’t think you would come to this ” 

“Did you think I’d become a state employee'^” 

“Is that the only alternative'^” 

“For us, yes,” said Uliva “There has never been any other 
alternative for us Either you serve or perish He who desires 
to live disinterestedly, with no other discipline than that 
which he imposes on himself, is outlawed by society, and the 
state hunts him like an enemy Do you remember our student 
group'^ Those who didn’t end up m prison or die of hunger 
have met a far worse fate, as state employees After ten 
months’ imprisonment for shouting ‘Long live liberty’’ m the 
Piazza Venezia, I spent some time sleeping in the public 
dormitories m winter, or under the bridges of the Tiber or in 
some doorway or on church steps in summer, with my coat 
under my head for a pillow Every now and then there was 
the nuisance ot the police coming on their rounds, asking 
‘Who are you'^ What is your job' What do you live on'?’ You 
should have seen how they laughed when, for lack of other 
identification papeis, I showed my scholastic certificate and 
my musician’s diploma' I even tried to settle in my native 
village in the province of Salerno It was impossible Our vil- 
lages have not been m such a state since the Spaniards left 
the country ” 

“The time has come to emerge from isolation,” Spina said 
“The time has come to combine with the working-class The 

140 



time has come to convert the masses through a senes of 
audacious acts ” 

' The working-masses are cowed, corrupted, intimidated, 
apathetic classified, regimented rubber-stamped, and tarn- 
ished, ’ tjhva replied ‘ Hunger itselt has been bureaucrat- 
ized There's the official kind that gives vou the right to state 
soup and the unolficial kind that gives >ou the right to thiow 
yourself into the Tiber ” 

“Nevertheless, among the pulverized mass there are some 
living cells,’ said Spina ‘ We are in a grave situation A man 
like you must not remain isolated Isolated sacrifices are 
futile Action is necessary to reawaken the masses ’’ 

“The situation is certainl\ grave ’’ Uliva replied “There 
IS something corpsc-hke even about the dictatorship that 
stifles us For a long time it has not been a movement even a 
reactionary movement, all it is is a bureauciacy But what is 
the opposition^ Anothei bureaucraev that aspires to totali- 
tarian domination in its turn in the name ot dilTeient ideas 
and on behalf of dilTercnt intciests If it docs conquer, as it 
probably will wc shall thus pass trom one tvranny to an- 
other We shall have a so-called economic revolution, thanks 
to which we shall have state bread, state boots and shoes, 
state shirts and pants, state potatoes and state gieen peas, 
just as we now have state railways state quinine, state salt, 
state matches, and state tobacco Will that be a technical ad- 
vance^ Ceitainly it will But it will be the basis of an olficiaj, 
compulsory doctrine, a totalitarian orthodoxy which will use 
every means trom the cinema to terrorism to extirpate heiesy 
and tyrannize over individual thought A Red inquisition will 
succeed the present inquisition, a Red censorship the present 
censorship Instead ot the present deportations there will be 
Red deportations, of which dissident revolutionaries will be 
the favorite victims Our tuture bureaucracy will identity it- 
self with Labor and Socialism and persecute everyone who 
goes on thinking with his own head, denouncing him as a 
paid agent of the industrialists .ind the landlords just as the 
present bureauciacy identifies itself with patriotism and sup- 
presses all Its opponents, denouncing them as traitors bought 
by foreign gold ’’ 

“Uliva, you’re raving’’ said Spina ‘You have been one of 
us, you know us and vou know that that is not our ideal ’’ 

“Its not youi ideal, but it is your destiny,’’ Uliva answered 
“There’s no way out ’’ 

‘Destiny is an invention of the cowardly and the resigned,” 
said Spina 

Uliva made a gesture to indicate that it was not worth 
while continuing the discussion But he added 

‘ You are very intelligent, but you are a coward You don’t 
understand because you don’t want to understand You’re 
aliaid of the truth ” 
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Spina got up to go away Uliva remained motionless on his 
divan At the door Spina turned and said 

“There is nothing in my lite whieh gives you the right to 
insult me ” 

“Go away and don’t come back,” said Uliva “I have noth- 
ing to say to any emissary ot the party ” 

Spina opened the door to go But he closed it again and 
came and sat down at the foot ot the divan on which Uliva 
lay 

“I shall not go away,” he said, “until I have discovered why 
you have become like this What was it that altered you to 
thi s extend? Imprisonment, unemployment, hunger?” 

“I read and studied in my privations and sought for at 
least a promise of liberation ” said Uliva “I found none 
Every revolution, every single one, without any exception 
whatever, started as a movement for liberation and finished 
as a tyranny For a long time 1 was tortured by that fact 
Why has no revolution escaped that destiny?” 

“Even if that were true, the conclusion to be drawn from 
it would be a different one from yours,” said Spina “If it 
were true that all previous revolutions had miscarried, we 
should have to say to ourselves, our revolution must not mis- 
carry ” 

‘'Illusions, illusions,” Uliva replied “You have not yet won, 
you are still an underground movement you have already be- 
come simply a group ot professional revolutionaries The re- 
generating passion by which we were animated in the student 
group has become an ideology, a network of fixed ideas, a 
cobweb That is the proof that there is no escape for you, 
either And you are only at the beginning of the parabola 
That 13 the destiny ot every new idea It is crystallized in 
formulas so that it may be propagated It is intrusted to a 
body of interpreters so that it may be preserved That body 
IS prudently recruited, sometimes specifically paid lor its task, 
and IS subject to a superior authority whose duty it is to re- 
solve doubts and suppress deviations from the line indicated 
by the masters Thus every new idea invariably ends bv be- 
coming fixed, inflexible, parasitical, and reactionaiy And if it 
becomes the official doctrine of the state, no more escape is 
possible A carpenter or a laborer can perhaps adapt himself 
even to a regime ot totalitarian orthodoxy, and eat, digest, 
procreate in peace, but tor an intellectual theie is no escape 
He must either bend the knee and enter the ranks of the 
dominant clerks, or resign himsell to hunger and detamation 
and be killed off at the first favorable oppoitunity ” 

Spina was overcome with anger He seized Uliva by the 
lapels of his coat and cried in his face 

‘ But whv should that be our destiny'? Why should there 
be no wa\ out? Are we hens shut up in a hcn-coop'? Why 
should we remain the victims of an inexorable fate, powerless 
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to fight against it’ Why condemn a regime which docs not 
>et exist and v h'Ch ve wish to cicate in mans imago’" 
'Don’t shout said Ulna Don t act the piopagindist with 
me You have undcistood vcr\ well what I have said You 
pictend not to undei stand because you aic atiaid ot the con- 
sequences ’ 

I am not afraid ol anvthing” said Spina 
‘But I know von said Uhva I watched you when we 
were both in the Soci dist gioup Since then 1 have discovered 
th it fear IS \' hat mikes \ou a i cvohitionars You foice your- 
self to believe ii p og'css to be optimislic \ou ni ike valiant 
efforts to believe in lice will all bee luse you aie terrified of 
the opposite ” 

Spina tclt a little perplexed He made Uliva a small con- 
cession 

‘ It is true " he said “ihit I believe in the hbcrtv of man I 
foice myscit to believe at least in the possibility ot the 
liberty of man and hence in the possibilitv ol piogiess If I 
did not behove in them, you aie tight, I should be afiaid of 
life ’ 

“I do not behove in progress and I am not afraid of life,” 
said Uhva 

‘ How did vou reconcile vourscif to lU’ 

“I am not leconcilcd to it’ said Uhva “I am not afraid 
of life but I am still less afi iid ot deith Against a life 
which IS dominated b\ pitiless laws the onK weapon left to 
m.in’s flee will is non-lite, the destruction of life, death, 
beautiful death 
“I see ” said Spina 

He saw, and it (tiled him with a great sadness Further ar- 
gument would be useless They belonged to dillcrent worlds 
Uhva quietly whispeicd in Spinas car 
‘ Lite can contiol man, but man can control death — his 
own death and with a little w mness the death of tyrants” 
The young woman who had opened the dooi to Spina came 
in to tetch something Uhva waited till she had gone and 
then continued 

' My tathci died of drink at the age ot forty-nine ” he s.iid 
“A few weeks betoic he died he sent toi me one evening and 
told me the store ot his hlc his failure Fust he described 
his father’s death — that is my grandlathci s I die a poor 
and disappointed mm ’ m\ fathei s lathei said but I rely on 
you to realize all mv hopes M iv \oii have Irom lile what I 
have not had When mv lather Iclt his own death approach- 
ing he repeated m\ grindfathers woids 1 loo my son, 
die a pool and disappointed man but m\ hopes live in vou 
Mav vou have tiom lile what I have not had ’ Thus illusions, 
like debts aie passed on trom generation to gcneiation I 
am now thirtv-fave years old, and I am wheie my fathei and 
giandiather were 1, too, a failure, and my wife is expecting 
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a child But I am not stupid enough to believe that my son 
may get from life what I did not get I know that he will 
not be able to escape the same destiny He will either die of 
hunger or become a state employee, which is worse ” 

Spina rose to go 

“I do not know whether I shall return,” he said 

“It’s not worth the trouble,” Uliva replied 

About fifty young men wearing students’ caps were creat- 
ing an uproar in the Via Panisperna They were carrying a 
big tricolor flag and banner on which were the words, “Long 
hve the war'” The students were escorted by a number of 
policemen, and were shouting, yelling, and calling out to 
the passers-by, and singing a new song that said “We shall 
make a brush of the Negus’s beard, to polish our Leader’s 
boots” People looked at them cuiiously tiom the doors of 
their shops and windows, but made no comment In the Via 
del Serpenti, Spina met another gioup of students with a 
similar flag and a similar banner, singing the same boot- 
pohshing song with a similar police escort Spina recognized 
in the busy throng the footsteps of those hurrying home or 
to some destination, the uncertain footsteps of the unem- 
ployed, the footsteps of those who had no destination, and 
he himsclt was drawn into following the students’ procession 
Near the Colosseum, Spina stopped to watch some bovs drill- 
ing They belonged to the Avanguardista machine-gunners 
and artillery Boys of fifteen and seventeen were learning the 
mechanism of their lethal weapons, how to load and unload 
them, and how to pass from marching order to action The 
boys were serious and attentive like little men, and carried 
out the exercises with great speed and precision 

Spina had an appointment with Romeo in a tavern in the 
Tiburtine quarter, in the Via degli Ernici, near the Acqua 
Marcia viaduct and the railway The railway gave its gloom 
to the whole street, and the smoke from the engines entered 
the houses The tavern was almost deserted In one corner a 
carabiniere was eating spaghetti al siigo with a mournful and 
ferocious au, as though he were dining off the entrails of a 
Communist The floor was strewn with sawdust to absorb 
the spittle The only picture in the room was of an enormous 
transatlantic liner speeding across the ocean at night under a 
full moon, with every porthole brilliantly lighted Later por- 
ters and bricklayers began to drift in They ordered their half- 
liters of wine, drank, looked at the liner on the wall fur- 
tively, so that the carabiniere should not see them, and si- 
lently embarked for America Then they paid tor their wine, 
disembarked, spat and took their bad tempers home Romeo 
arrived very late drank a quarter of a liter of wine, coughed, 
and left without approaching Spina .Spina followed him into 
the street and kept some distance b'hind him This was no 
easy task, because Romeo changed direction at every corner, 
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evidently to find out whether he was being followed by the 
police In the Vicolo della Ranocchia, Romeo slowed down 
and let Spina oveitake him 

“The contact lad has been arrested,” he said “They are 
certain to torture him dreadfully to make him tell what he 
knows One must always count on the worst on these occa- 
sions We must be very careful or we shall be caught Here’s 
the money that came for you from abroad a month ago and 
here’s the Czechoslovakian passport Wc must avoid seeing 
each other for the next few weeks ” 

“I’ve got no time to lose ” said Spina “I’ve been back in 
Italy SIX months and I haven't done anything yet, and I’m 
tired of waiting ” 

“An illegal organization is a fabric that has constantly to 
be woven and rewoven, ' Romeo said ‘ It's a fabric that costs 
blood and patience How mans times has the organization of 
the Rome groups been destroved bv the police, and then re- 
constructed again'^ What trouble it costs to establish contacts, 
and then for what a short time do they last' How many 
friends have I seen go to prison^ How many have disappeared 
without a trace’’ How many we have to shun because we sus- 
pect them’’ All the same, we ve got to stick to it ” 

“All Tight,” said Spina “I shall be patient ” 

The two shook hands and walked away in opposite direc- 
tions With the foreign passport Spina might easily have gone 
to a hotel, but the youth who had been arrested knew about 
the passport and it would be impossible to use it until one 
knew for certain how far the youth had been able to resist 
the police torture He looked a good lad. Spina said to him- 
self, but in these cases one must alwavs count on the worst 
Back in the flat in the Via dei Marsi Spina tound Signor 
Achilles very downcast at the Dutch girl's departure She had 
left him a big signed photograph ot herself, several curls and 
a strand of hair, and had also promised to write to him at 
least twice a week But all that was too little to console the 
love-sick Fleet-foot 

“War demonstrations have been taking place in the center 
of the city ” Spina said “Most of the people just looked out 
of their windows, indifferent or apathetic and here you are 
sighing for a girl you didn’t know the day before yesterday ” 
This offended Fleet-foot 

“I oflered you the hospitality of my flat because we are 
from the same village, and because I know that you come of a 
good family,” he said angrily ‘ but 1 beg vou not to interfere 
with me m questions of honor and sentiment, of which you 
know nothing And as for the war, only students and provin- 
cials believe there wdl be one ” 

“Don’t you believe there will be a war’’” 

“There will be a war, but not the kind you think With our 
government there’s no need to be afraid ” 
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Spina did not understand, so Fleet-foot explained 
“Everything the government does is for the benefit of the 
tourist industry,” he said “The town parks, the new monu- 
ments, the motor-roads, the trains that run on time, the whole 
thing IS done to please the tourists You are no longer al- 
lowed to spit or piss against the walls, or put your feet on the 
seats, or wipe your nose with your hands And why have these 
sacrifices been imposed > To attract foreigners Nevertheless, 
in spite of it all, the number of foreign tourists has been dt- 
mtntshtng tor some ttme The hotel business has slumped 
There is only one wav left of bringing foreigners to our coun- 
try — the heroic way of declaring war ” 

“What on earth makes you think that’’” asked Spina 
“All along the Tyrrhenian, from the Riviera to Calabria, 
the government has been taking a census of all the available 
accomodations 1 asked a tnend of mine an officer in the ar- 
tillery, the reason for this He told me it was a precautionary 
measure in case of a war with England That makes the 
whole dodge clear There is a slump in the tourist industry 
There are few visitors to our seaside places The government 
will declare war on a rich, honest, and unsuspecting people 
like the English The English will be compelled to land on 
our shores They will occupy all our best resorts The hotel 
industry, the ice-cream industry and the pictuie-postcard in- 
dustry will boom The government, with the help of the 
League ot Nations, will trv to protract the war ns long as 
possible, so that our guests will remain with us indefinitely 
When they have become thoroughly bored and want to go 
home, we shall show our hand and present the bill ” 

“Do you think the English will pay’” 

“Of course An English gentleman cannot leave a hotel 
without paying his bill That is the reason why we shall have 
the war with England, who is our traditional friend, and not 
with Russia for instance Ot course the Russians would come, 
too, and they would eat twice as much as the English, but not 
only would thev not pav, but they would say they ought to be 
paid themselves But with the English the trick is infallible ” 
Spina was uncertain whether Fleet-foot was not pulling his 
leg 

‘After all,” he said, “Italy is not a nation of defeatist lick- 
spittles, but a people ot serious workers A war would be a 
horrible calamity, and the apathy with which the people are 
allowing themselves to be dragged into it is terrible to con- 
template ” 

‘ Are you by any chance an opponent of the present gov- 
ernment’” Fleet-foot asked 
Spina did not reply 

‘ No, you’re only a provincial,” Fleet-foot went on 
“You’re thinking of war, with dead and wounded You do not 
realize that nowadays no one wants a bullet hole in his stom- 
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ach The dispute with England will probably end with a foot- 
ball match Conceive if you can, a lootball match here in 
Rome between the Arsenal of London and the Juventus of 
Turin, played in the presence of the two governments' Imag- 
ine how touiists would flock to sec it Conceive it \ou can, 
what glorv would icdound to oui country it the English were 
inclined to give a guarantee that they would allow themselves 
to be beaten'” 

“Impossible'” Spina exclaimed ‘The English would rather 
evacuate Malta and Egvpt than allow themselves to be beaten 
at football ” 

‘ In that case it will be a hard match,” Fleet-foot con- 
cluded 

Spina cut the discussion short on the pretext of being tired 
and wanting to go to sleep In reality he wanted to think 
what to do next, now that his contact with Romeo was inter- 
rupted He could not go back to Fossa without having done 
anything without having found some one to help him ferret 
out the best elements of the dissolved peasants’ leagues m the 
Marsica, to cooperate with him in his luture woik, and to 
act as substitute toi him in case of his arrest Spina no longer 
insisted that his accomplice be a worker so long as he was re- 
liable Romeo had spoken to him of a student a ccitain Luigi 
Murica who came from Rocca dei Marsi, as being intelligent 
and brave, and as having disappeared without trace some time 
ago But how and wheie was he to find him'’ And even it he 
did find him, how was he to present himself to him and piove 
his authenticitvi Spina once more felt the ground slipping 
away beneath his feet The unnerving struggle with the shad- 
ows was beginning again 

Next day Spina sent the Monster to inquire discreetly after 
Munca The Monster was out all day, but his search was 
fruitless Munca was entered in the addiess rcgistci as having 
left Rome nearly a year before It was thereloic useless to go 
on looking for him 

Spina went to the Via Morosini at Trastevere, to visit the 
wife of Chelucci, the worker who had been rcarrested a 
month previously, and, according to Romeo, had become 
nearly blind in prison The woman knew Spina well, and was 
nervous at having him in her house Her mother-in-law, an 
old peasant woman who had come from the Abruzzi as soon 
as she heard her son was m piison was with hei She and her 
daughter-in-law were alone in the house The daughter-in-law 
was a Milanese, a worker and the daughter ot workeis, and 
her mother-m-law was an illiterate peasant woman, but it was 
obvious at once that they got on well 

“Have you come on account of the relief?” the younger 
woman asked Spina 

“What relief’” 

“The groups have suspended the small relief they pay to the 
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wives ot political prisoners They told me my case was going 
to be discussed ” 

“Why^ What have you done'^” 

The woman blushed and said 
“I go to Mass now ” 

“That s no reason for stopping your relief and it certainly 
won’t be stopped But why do you go to Mass now^’’ 

The woman fumbled for words to begin her story, and then 
said 

“My husband is in prison and I am not allowed to visit 
him He is ill and I cannot send him a doctor He is alone 
and almost blind The first few davs I dashed here, there, and 
everywhere, but with no result There was nothing that could 
be done His mother, whom I hardly knew, came here We 
were together all day long I was in despair and she was calm 
She was with me from morning to night, and I saw her lips 
moving, praying for her son I had never seen prayer in my 
family, it always seemed very stupid to me But the old lady 
came and started praying for her son and trying to help him 
that way The first few days I stayed with her all day in si- 
lence, and she prayed and moved her lips and sometimes she 
smiled at me, and sometimes tears came into her eyes I just 
stayed with her and did nothing Then I saw that at bottom 
she was doing or trying to do, something for her son I saw 
that she was sustaining him, or trying to sustain him, while I, 
his wife, was doing nothing and had abandoned him One eve- 
ning I couldn’t stand it any longer, and I asked her to show 
me how to pray She showed me, and now we pray together 
Together we try to help him I’m sure you’ll laugh at us ” 
“Have you ever heard of a student from the Abruzzi, named 
Luigi Murica'^’’ Spina asked 

“He disappeared nearly a year ago ” the woman replied 
“Annina Pccci knows where he is She used to be very 
friendly with him She’s a friend of mine a dressmaker ” 
Spina asked the woman for the dressmaker’s address 
“Since Murica disappeared Annina lives m seclusion and 
has even retired from her group,” Chelucci’s wife said “But I 
shall tell her about you Her room is on the fourth floor right 
under the roof and if you see a pot ot geraniums m the win- 
dow it will mean she expects you ” 

The dressmaker lived in the Via della Lungaretta, also at 
Trastevere Spina went three or four times and looked up at 
the window, expecting to see the geranium pot, but it did not 
appear In the end he lost patience and went up He found 
Annina Pecci bent over her sewing-machine in a small, untidy 
room, which was both bedioom and workshop 

“Chelucci’s wife will have mentioned me to you,” Spma 
said “I have come for news of Murica ” 

The girl looked at the intruder in mdignation and surprise 
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She was very young, and had sharp, delicate, fresh features, 
and her eyes were beautiful in spite of her anger Spina re- 
mained at the door, in some confusion, until the girl offered 
him a seat Now that he was near her, she looked at him with 
a sad smile, which betrayed a sudden emotion that she could 
not altogether conceal 

“Do you know there is a strange resemblance between you 
and the man you are looking fort ' she said ‘You even re- 
semble him m your rude way of paying visits Besides he was 
born at Rocca dei Marsi, which I think is not very far from 
where you were born ” 

“Less than ten kilometers ” said Spina “Where is he nowt” 
“He used to speak of you,” the girl went on “He often said 
he was sorry he did not know you But the life of the groups 
was so split up that it was difficult to get to know people ” 
“How long since you have seen himt” 

“It’s nearly a year now Several people have come and 
asked for him since then ” 

“Might he be m prison'?” 

“No,” the girl answered, positively “He was arrested last 
year and was m prison for a few months, and when he came 
out he swore he would kill himself rather than ever go to 
prison again ” 

Footsteps were heard on the staircase A little girl came in 
with a dress to be mended and went away again 
“Have you known Murica longt’ Spina asked 
This question worked a wave of memories that broke down 
all the girl’s self-control 

“We met m the group about three years ago, and liked 
each other at once,” the girl said blushing to the roots of her 
hair ‘ It wasn’t just love, it was madness I was still living 
with my family then, and my mother always grumbled at me, 
and rightly because I forgot evervthing and had no concern 
for anything in the world but him It is difficult to describe 
what it was like He was my son, my brother, my father, my 
husband, and my lover, all at the same time I could not 
imagine that I would ever be able to live without him He was 
very fond of me, too ” 

'The girl turned her back to her guest and moved away to 
hide her tears When she came back and sat down again in 
front of her sewing-machine her eyes were red 

“I do not want to remind you of things you have forgot- 
ten,” said Spina 

“It’s not a case of anything forgotten,” the girl said “I 
have the painful memory always before my eyes, and it wiU 
not go It has become the master of my life ” 

“Listen,” said Spina “We revolutionaries are few and weak 
Against us there is a whole world of self-interest and fear To 
hold out and not allow ourselves to be annihilated we must 
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concentrate our energies, support each other in every way we 
can Instead, we waste our best strength on sentimental stu- 
pidities ” 

“Our friendship did not in any way diminish our partici- 
pation in the vvoik of the group,” the girl said “On the con- 
trary, we were among the most active We organized excur- 
sions and reading evenings, and chose novels dealing with 
social questions tor the discussions We even gave up marry- 
ing, setting up house, and having children, in order to have 
more time for the group ” 

“I can imagine the rest,” said Spina “Love faded, and 
with It all interest in the group ” 

The girl’s mind was elsewhere and she did not hear Spina’s 
interruption 

“This IS the first time I have told this story,” she said 
“But you come from the same region, you resemble him, you 
probably think as he does, and have the same faults I can 
tell the story of our calamity to you When he was in prison 
last year he was beaten a great deal, but what affected him 
more than the blows was the moral outrage — having his face 
slapped and being spat upon When he came out of prison 
he was unnerved and depressed I attributed it to physical 
weakness, but the weeks passed, and the thought of the police 
and the possibility of being arrested again still preyed on his 
mind ‘Rather than go back to prison I’ll kill myself,’ he used 
to say The police had warned him to break off all his old 
contacts, including his friendship with me, because I was 
politically suspect too So when he was with me he was al- 
ways nervous The noise of a motor-car in the street would 
make him blanch We were at a loss where to meet each 
other He still loved me, wanted to be often with me, was fu- 
riously jealous if he did not see me for two days, but since 
he was in danger whenever he was with me, it made him al- 
most hate me, too Our meetings were no longer carefree as 
they had been before ‘The police might surprise us at any 
moment,’ he would say Even his physique was affected, and 
he suffered from all sorts of complaints, with his heart, and 
his digestion, and he got any number of gray hairs A police- 
man often came here to look for him He was from Apulia, 
had red hair, and he would come at the most unlikely hours, 
preferably at night when I was in bed He wanted me more 
than he wanted Murica Several times I had to defend my- 
self by force, and in the end I invited a cousin of mine to 
sleep with me for safety’s sake On Christmas Day last year I 
had lunch with Murica at a restaurant outside the Porta San 
Paolo He was in an unusually calm and good mood, almost 
care-free, as he had been in the old days It had been a long 
time since we had been alone together, and I asked him to 
come back to my room for the afternoon We bought flowers, 
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fruit sweets, and a bottle of Marsala on the way He was help- 
ing me to arrange the flowers in a vase when tliere was a 
sudden knock at the door which I had locked ‘Who is it"^’ I 
called out ‘Police’’ was the answer Murica sat down on a 
chair to prevent himself from falling and signed to me not to 
open the door But the knocks became more and more violent 
‘I shan’t go back to prison,’ Murica muttered ‘1 11 throw my- 
self out of the window, but I shan’t go back to prison’’ 
Meanwhile the police had nearly broken the door m That 
balcony leads on to a little terrace, and it s easy to climb 
from the terrace on to the roof so I told Murica to hide on 
the roof As soon as he had disappeared I opened the door 
Two policemen came in the one from Apulia and another 
whom I did not know They knew mv friend was with me, 
because they had seen us coming home togethei They looked 
under the bed and in the wardrobe The one from Apulia 
said, ‘If he isn t in the room he must be on the roof ’ I 
barred the way to the balcony ‘You won’t arrest him’ You 
won’t arrest him’’ I started screaming The policemen tried 
to get me out of the way bv force but I fought them with 
my hands, my teeth, and my feet ‘You wont arrest him’’ I 
screaimed ‘On one condition we won t arrest him ’ the police- 
man from Apulia said ‘1 11 give you any condition you like,’ 
I said I would willingly have given my life to save Murica 
from prison but the policeman wanted something else They 
took me put me on the bed and stripped me 1 do not know 
how long they remained Much later I remembered hearing 
Munca’s voice from behind the half-closed balcony shutters 
‘Have they gone'’’ he asked He came into the room ‘What 
are you doing’’’ he asked ‘Are vou asleep'’’ He went over to 
the window and looked out into the street to see it the house 
was being watched ‘There’s no one in the street,’ he said He 
took a biscuit from the table and ate it He went over to the 
door and listened to find out if anyone was on the staircase 
Then he came over to me ‘What are you doing’’ he asked 
again ‘Are you asleep’’’ I was coveicd with a sheet, and he 
uncovered me He saw I was naked, and on the sheet he saw 
the traces of the two men who had gone He made a gri- 
mace of disgust ‘Whore’’ he said, and spat on the bed He 
swept all the things we had bought for Christmas off the 
table and on to the floor He upset the sewing-machine, threw 
the bottle of Marsala at the big mirror, and smashed it to frag- 
ments Then he went away 1 did not move and did not 
speak What had happened had happened ” 

The girl stopped A man’s footsteps were heard coming up 
the staircase Spina got up and said 

“If It’s the policeman from Apulia, this time it will be you 
who will go out on the terrace, and I shall throw him out 
of the window ’’ 
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It was not the policeman, however, but a messenger from 
a fashion house which sent its work out The messenger 
handed in a parcel and went away 

‘The policeman from Apulia has had the prudence not to 
show his face here again His colleague has not appeared, 
either Once oi twice 1 thought I saw them in the distance m 
the sticet but they moved off immediately” 

‘ What do you think has become of Murica'’” Spina asked 
“He IS sure to have gone to his home at Rocca dei Marsi ” 
“Haven’t you ever thought of finding him and trying to talk 
to him'^” 

“What has happened has happened,” the girl replied 
“I shall go and talk to him,” said Spina 
Spina went back to his refuge in the Via dei Marsi and was 
received by Fleet-foot with open arms 

“You have been sent by Providence ” he exclaimed “Lis- 
ten Today I saved not one but two foreign women from the 
wiles of the Monster Outside the Gates, while they were walk- 
ing on the Palatine They are mother and daughter ” 
“Where do they come from'^” 

“I don’t know, but they are blonde, very blonde indeed,” 
Fleet-foot replied “They must be Germans or Norwegians 
They told me thev came from Copenhagen, which must be 
in one or other of those countries They are very grateful to 
me, very giatelul indeed They will be here directly, and 
you’ll see them I shall need your help 
Spina did not comprehend 

“I’ll look after the daughter, and you will do me the favor 
of looking alter the mother ” 

‘ How old IS the mother’’” 

“Age IS of no importance,” Fleet-foot replied “Experience 
IS far more impoitant Besides, she is very young-looking, 
as you will see tor yoursclt People from that part of the 
world live entirely on cod-liver oil so you can imagine what 
she’s like Old hens make good soup ’ 

Fleet-foot proceeded to give a whole series of recipes for 
making soup of old hens while Spina consideied his own 
problems whether to go back to the Abruzzi at once, look 
for Murica and put him in touch with Pompco or to wait 
and see Romeo again and go on searching for some suitable 
worker in Rome 

The two women from Copenhagen arrived with their arms 
full of piesents The older woman was a living and walking 
advertisement tor cod-livcr oil The younger one still had 
plaits down hci hack and did not look more than fifteen The 
older woman s nd she had come to Rome because she was in- 
terested in arch,eology 

‘‘Mv fuend here is a well-known professor of archaeology,” 
said Fleet-loot 
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The older woman also said that she was very fond of coun- 
try walks 

“My friend here is a celebrated excursiomst,” Fleet-foot 
announced 

The girl said she was fond of flowers, was learning Latin, 
and knew some lines of Viigil by heart 

“Flowers and Virgil are my passions,” Fleet-foot said. 
“What would life be without flowers and VirgiP” 

The conversation continued on the same level At one point 
the older woman apologized for not yet having mentioned 
that she had been to the police station to report the Monster 
Outside the Gates, and had given her rescuer’s address, so that 
he might be suitably rewarded by the authorities 

“A policeman will be here directly for more details about 
the Monster,” she said 

Spina picked up his bag and his hat and made for the door 

“I’m going to buy some cigarettes,” he said “I shall be 
back directly ” 

From the Via dei Marsi he went down the Via degli Ernici 
and walked straight on At the Porta San Lorenzo he had a 
feeling that some one had recognized him and was following 
him, but he kept on walking straight ahead, hoping to be 
able to jump on a tram in motion as soon as he got a 
chance At the Piazzale Tiburtino he summoned a taxi and 
heard some one behind him whistling a song he knew 

Never a rose without a thorn, 

Never a woman without a kiss , . . 

The taxi was free and Spina jumped into it with Romeo 

“To Portonaccio,” Romeo said 

Before reaching Portonaccio station he stopped the taxi 
and dismissed it 

“Do you know about the explosion in the Via Pamsperna?” 
Romeo asked Spina 

Spina did not 

“Uliva’s flat blew up, burying him and his wife and the 
lodgers on the floor below The papers have been given oi ders 
to say nothing about it, because it wouldn’t harmonize with 
the press campaign now going on in preparation for the war, 
and would be liable to cast doubts on our much-vaunted na- 
tional unity But the explosion took place in the center of the 
city, and the news of it spread like lightning Uliva seems 
to have been preparing an enormous attempt to blow up the 
Church of Santa Maria degli Angeh at a ceremony which the 
whole government is going to attend in the next few days A 
fireman friend of ours who helped clear away the debris re- 
ports that a big plan of the church was found among Uliva’s 
papers, with a lot of technical notes ” 
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“I went to see him two days ago,” Spma said “I thought 
he was preparing a big funeral ” 

“If the porter saw you go in, he’s bound to remember 
you,” said Romeo ‘ You’ve got a face that isn’t easily for- 
gotten That's another reason why you should go away ” 

The two men jumped over a fence into a sandpit When 
they re-emerged in the Via Tiburtina, Pietro Spina had be- 
come Don Paolo Spada again He went straight to the station 
to take the train to the Abruzzi There was a big crowd out- 
side the station, and groups of soldiers, militia, and cara- 
binieri 

“What IS happening'^” Don Paolo asked 
“Mobilization takes place tomorrow The war begins to- 
morrow,” some one told him 

Tomorrow'^ There had been talk of war for some time But 
just because it had been spoken of so much, it had come to 
appear improbable and strange Now the improbable was 
about to happen, or, rather, it was already behind the cur- 
tam, and tomorrow it would make its appearance on the stage 
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Chapter IX 


Don PAOLO spent the night at avezzano and continued 
his journey to Fo:>sa bv the first tram nc\t morning His 
compartment was ciowded with \oung men who had been 
called up Two gentlemen wearing goveinment paity emblems 
in their buttonholes were talking ot the wai The other trav- 
elers listened in silence 

“With the new invention at our army’s disposal it will be 
over in a few weeks, ’ one ot them said “The death ray will 
pulverize the enemy ” 

“The bishop is going to bless the Avezzano conscripts to- 
day,” said the other The death ray will open the W'ay tor 
the Pope’s missionaries ” 

Sitting among the youthful conscripts was an old peasant 
with a concertina His son was asleep, w'lth his head on his 
father's shoulder ‘ Play us a tune,’ his neighbors said but 
the old man shook his head, for he did not want to miss the 
conversation of the two gentlemen who were talking about 
the war and the mysterious death rav Both gentlemen had 
shotguns with them, and full cartridge-belts, and they were 
going to the Fucino to shoot quail 

“The quail were late this year,” one of them said “But 
they are tatter than last year ” 

“There’s always a compensation'” the other replied, and 
laughed His laughter indicated that he had uttered what was 
intended to be a witty remark, so his neighbors, a trifle late, 
started laughing too, in order not to seem stupid 

The tram stopped at every little station and more con- 
scripts got in Nearly all of them smelled of drink and of the 
stable Those for whom there was no room on the seats lay 
down on the carnage floor Among them, besides peasants, 
there must have been builders, mechanics, artisans, but it was 
impossible to distinguish between them Poverty had made 
them all look alike They all looked ragged young paupers, 
With bodies molded by generations of famine, scarred by in- 
human toil, detormed tattoed, marked and marked again, by 
unemployment, alcohol, and epidemics A tew took pieces of 
corn bread from their bags and ate The old man with the 
concertina passed aiound a bottle of wine The wine gur- 
gled noisily down their parched throats “Play us something," 
his neighbors asked the old man, but agam he shook his 
head 
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Don Paolo was curled up in a corner of the compartment 
Hib ancient, battered hat, his old, worn, and torn cassock 
made him look like a poor old priest from a mountain parish, 
but his burning feverish eyes were inwardly fixed on some- 
thing new He was eager tor danger, determined to break the 
unanimity which stupidity and fear had created By many 
small signs he was able to distinguish the inhabitants of the 
villages, those of the plain, those who had descended from 
their shepherds’ huts, people whose capacity for suffering was 
without limit, people inured to isolation, ignorance and sus- 
picion, to steiile hatred between family and family, to being 
cheated in isolation, exploited in isolation, insulted in isola- 
tion, made miserable in isolation And now the government 
bureaucracy, on the brink of bankruptcy, was about to re- 
sort to the bloody diversion of war But to do this it had to 
conscript them, bring them out of their isolation and make 
them combine It had to mobohze them and put arms into 
their hands One knew how mobilizations of the hungry and 
poverty-stricken began, how they ended no man could fore- 
tell 

Every time Don Paolo thought he recognized some one from 
Orta, his native place, in the crowd of travelers, he hid his 
face behind his breviary and lowered his hat over his eyes 
His eyes fell upon the words Ve/iit honi meu He looked at 
his neighbors and smiled Perhaps, slaves, our hour is ap- 
proaching, he repeated to himself 

The country the train passed through was no longer his old 
Marsica, but a new and strange country It was the Land of 
Propaganda Government party war slogans were everywhere, 
on the train on the stations, on the telegraph poles, on walls, 
pavements, trees public lavatories, church towers, garden 
gates, bridge parapets, schools, and barracks Everything be- 
longing to ordinary, humble, everyday life that was able to 
peep through the rhetorical, artificial landscape that had been 
superimposed on it looked tamer, more intimidated, more re- 
signed than ever Fossa was completely unrecognizable be- 
neath its multicolored decorations, its announcements of 
meetings, its festoons flags, slogans lauding war and massa- 
cre, scrawled in white lead, varnish, lime, tar, or charcoal on 
every wall The Girasole Hotel had become the mobilization 
center of local good society 

Berenice was in a great state of excitement, but she had 
time to kiss Don Paolo’s hands effusively and wish him wel- 
come 

“What good fortune to have you here on this glorious day ” 
she said 

There was a continual coming and going of youths and 
men in the dining-room and on the staiis A gioup of men 
wearing the government party emblem were sitting round a 
table, discussing the arrangements for the spontaneous and 
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enthusiastic demonstration due to take place in the afternoon 
They were already hoarse from an excess of talking and it was 
their business to take rigid precautions to secure the sponta- 
neous and enthusiastic participation of the whole population 
of Fossa and the surrounding country 

“Shall we send lorries to Pietrasecca as welF” one of them 
asked 

“Of course,” another replied “And we must send carabi- 
nieri with the lorries, so that the population will understand 
that they have got to come spontaneously ” 

At another table a number of sleek plump, and well-fed 
gentlemen were heatedly discussing the menu for the eve- 
ning’s banquet, under the artistic direction of Zabaglione Za- 
baglione was so excited that he did not notice Don Paolo’s ar- 
rival A grave difference of opinion had arisen a difference 
on a matter of high principle, and the excitable Zabaglione 
ended by making it a question of personal prestige 

“I swear,” he cried, "I swear to you on my honor, on my 
wife’s honor, and my daughters’ innocence, that tf white wine 
IS served before red I shall leave the banquet'” 

“That IS blackmail'” other members of the committee 
shouted indignantly 

But Zabaglione folded his arms and stuck to his point 
“Principles are principles,” he declared 

The voluntary enlistment committee was in session m Bere- 
nice’s bedroom on the first floor Those of its members who 
did not have chairs were sitting or lying full length on the 
landlady’s bed Her pillows were elegantly embroidered, with 
the words “Happy Dreams” in the center of the pattern Over 
the head of the bed was a colored print of a guardian angel 
caressing a dove The mobilization of the paupets and the 
hungry at Fossa also involved the mobilization of the insol- 
vent The directors of the Fossa Bank had asked to be sent to 
Africa to forestall their trial for fraudulent bankruptcy, and 
their patriotic example had been widely followed The haber- 
dasher in the public square opposite the Girasole Hotel had 
failed and been compelled to put up his shutters, but that 
morning he had reopened, put his wife behind the counter 
and a large notice outside the shop, saying “Creditors aie in- 
formed that the proprietor of this shop has voluntanlv en- 
listed ” Henceforward no authority would dare decree the 
sequestration of the goods ot a war hero 

“This IS a mortgage war'” the tax-office clerk remarked, 
running his eye down the list of volunteers 

Don Senofonte, the chemist, was looking for his son ev- 
erywhere He could not find him He would have good reason 
to despair if everybody cKe’s son volunteered and his did 
not, tor he, too, had bills that would soon be falling due 
Should he have to pay them through his son’s fault’’ 

“Have you seen Pompeo?” he anxiously asked everyone he 
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met “Where on earth can he be’ If I find him and he hasn’t 
volunteered, I’ll shoot him, as God is my witness'” 

Don Paolo also wanted to see Pompeo He wanted to dis- 
cuss with him what ought to be done to transform the war 
against the peasantry of Abyssinia into a civil war for lib- 
erty He said nothing to Don Pompeo’s father, but went to 
look for him at the Villa delle Stagioni It was silent and de- 
serted Near the pool he found Bianchina, alone She was 
singing to herself, and playing with some paper boats When 
the girl saw him she leapt to her feet and embraced him 
“Wiere is Pompeo’” he asked 

“He’s gone to Rome,” Bianchina said “He was sent for” 
“Who sent for him’” 

Bianchina did not know for certain 

“It must be for the second revolution, I suppose,” she said 
“Where is Alberto’” 

“At Pietrasecca, with his family He left me because he was 
jealous of Pompeo ” 

“Where is the cowherd’” 

“At the moment he’s taking the baroness out m the car- 
nage ” 

“What baroness’” 

Bianchina told what sounded like a story out of a popular 
illustrated magazine about the baroness of the Villa delle Sta- 
gioni At the age of sixteen, on leaving her convent school, 
the baroness had been married to a baron burdened with 
years, the most varied debts, and assorted diseases The baron 
had received a fatal pistol-shot in a duel, and the baroness 
being still young and pretty, had gone on living gaily m the 
city But now she was reduced to poverty, and had taken 
refuge here, in company with her love, an old man who had 
been a colonel in the Piedmontese cavalry and was said to 
have taken part in the Crimean War, and w'ho treated her as 
though she were an army mare The cowherd had fixed up a 
room for them on the first floor It contained a large bed that 
had a canopy adorned with a baronial crown But since the 
roof had not been repaired for many years, the ram came in 
Thus the canopy was not purely for decorative purposes, since 
in the bad weather it served to protect the baroness and her 
colonel from the ram 

“If they would only sleep,” Bianchina added 
“Do they suffer from insomnia’” Don Paolo asked 
“Every night the colonel kicks up such a row that it reminds 
me of the Turco-Russian War as it was described to us at 
school,” said Bianchina “It doesn’t worry me, but the cow- 
herd suffers from it terribly ” 

“Let us leave these stupidities,” Don Paolo said “I have a 
great favor to ask of you ” 

Bianchina made a graceful bow 
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“Ecce ancilla Domini," she said “Behold, thy handmaiden 
IS w aiting “ 

Don Paolo asked Bianchina to go to Rocca dei Marsi and 
find a certain Luigi Muiica 

“Tell him an acquaintance ot his from Rome would like to 
see him ” he said Ask if he will come You mustn I tell him 
anything else even il he tries to mike you ” 

Bianchina went off to Rocca and Don Paolo returned to the 
Girasole Hotel 

As the hour approached for the radio broadcast proclaim- 
ing the outbieak ot war the crowds swarming in the streets 
became denser and denser The authorities ariived from the 
right and the peasants from the left From the right came 
motorcycles, motor cars lorries loaded with police carabini- 
eri militia, olTicials ot the government parts and the coipor- 
ations From the left came donkeys caits bicicles and lor- 
ries full ot pc isants Two bands m.iichcd and counlsr- 
marched ovci and over again ad nauseam Most ot the bands- 
men were woikeis dressed up in the uniforms of inimal- 
tamers at the ciicus or porlcis in big hotels, with double rows 
of metal buttons acioss their chests Outside a barber's shop 
was a huge pLicard portraving Abyssinian women with long 
breasts hanging down to their knees, a ciowd of boys were 
laughing and staling at it with greedv eyes 

Peasants small landowners chaicoal-burners, shepherds, 
kept pouring in Irom the Icit, rcpiesentatives of the govern- 
ment party continued to airive from the right A louil-spc.iker, 
adorned with flags had been set up at the end ol the public 
square between the government paitv ollices and the town 
hall Fiom it would issue the voice that would pioclum the 
outbreak ot yvai As the people ariived they packed them- 
selves round that sm ill magical instrument on which the 
country’s destiny depended The women squatted as at church 
or at market, the men sat on the packs or saddles of their 
donkeys Eveiyone knew the reason tor this gathering, and 
cast furtive glances at the small mechanical object from which 
the announcement ot war would come, but finding them- 
selves all together like this they tclt sad, bewildered and 
doubtful By now the square and the adjacent streets were 
packed with people but the influx from the surrounding 
countryside still went on silently and steadily The general 
mobilization ot poverty and hunger went on The lame came 
from the quairies, the blind trom the smelting-furnaces, the 
bent and halting from the fields The men ot the hills came, 
with their hands red fiom the sulphur and the lime and the 
men of the mountains, with their legs bowed fiom the labor 
of mowing Each man was ready to come because his ncigh- 
boi was Should the war bring misfortune, it would be mis- 
fortune for all, and therefore only half misfortune But 
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should It bring fortune, one would have to secure one’s share 
in It And so they all came, leaving the pressing of the grapes, 
the cleaning of the vats the preparation of the seeds, and 
crowded into the town The inhabitants of Pietrasecca came, 
too, and were unloaded and dumped at the side of the Gira- 
sole Hotel The schoolmistress told them all what to do what 
to shout, and what to sing, but her voice was drowned out m 
the general confusion Sciatap lost patience 

“Leave us alone,” he shouted “We’re not children I’ve 
been to America'” 

Don Paolo talked to Magascia and old Gerametta about 
what had happened at Pietrasecca since his departure Mag- 
ascia started by describing the death of Don Pasquale Cola- 
martini 

“You remember the day he went down to Fossa with you, 
sir,” he said “That night he came home dead The mare, 
Diana, brought his dead body in the trap right up to the 
house Several people passed him in the valley and greeted 
him on his way home, but nobody noticed he was dead As a 
matter of fact, he was sitting a little crookedly, and his head 
was on his chest, as if he were asleep, and he was stiU 
clutching the reins ” 

“Another old family come to a bad end, ruined by the 
bank,” Gerametta observed 

“Mastrangelo broke his leg,” Magascia went on “He slipped 
and fell one night coming out of the house of his brother-in- 
law, Nicola Ciccavo He thought it was only a sprain, but as 
the pain didn’t go he was brought down here to Fossa to see a 
doctor, who said he really had broken it It was too late to 
mend it, so now he’s lame ” 

The peasants of Pietrasecca waited in silence for the cere- 
mony to begin The women were more impatient and inquisi- 
tive than the men Gesira suggested that the women should go 
to church “betore the machine started talking.” but Filomena 
Sapone and Annina Stradone were against it, for fear of los- 
ing their places, but as the other women went, they went, 
too Meanwhile the men passed round a bottle of wine and 
drank out of it noisily 

What time will it start talking^” Giacinto Campobasso 
asked Don Paolo, pointing to the magic instrument 

“1 don’t know.” the priest replied ‘ 1 think it may start any 
minute now ” 

This piece of news was passed from mouth to mouth, and 
the silence and tension increased 

Cassarola, the wise-woman, had been unwilling to climb 
down from Magascia’s cart, which was drawn by Bersagli- 
era The women came back from the church and Uied to 
make her 

“Come down herel” they called out "Come and sU with 
usl” 


160 



The sorceress did not even answer, but continued staring 
fixedly at the sky Every now and then she softly repeated her 
grim prophecy 

“There s a yellow comet in the sky ” she said “There will 
be war and then there will be pestilence ’ 

The other wom'-n were iinab'" to see the yellow comet, but 
they all made the sign ot the Cioss 

“Which saint ought v\e to piav to'’” Gesira asked 
“Prayer is no use ’ the wisc-woman said “God reigns over 
the earth, the w.itcrs and the sky, but the yellow comet comes 
from beyond the skv ” 

Sciatap offered her the bottle of wine She put it to her 
lips and drank Then she spat and resumed her sky-gazing 
Magascia got into the cait and whispered in her ear 

‘Tell me the truth ' he said What can you really see’’” 

“A -vellow comet ’ she said ‘There will be war and then 
there will be pestilence ” 

Girls circulated among the nervous and anxious crowd car- 
rying baskets ot tiicolor cockades Don Paolo recognized Za- 
baghone’s thicc daughters among them They came towards 
him and pinned a cockade on his bieast They were perspir- 
ing breathless and excited 

“Oh padre' they said “What a wonderful day' What an 
unforgettable da> 

A sudden movement of the crowd caused by an influx of 
new arrivals who wanted a view of the loud-speaker, earned 
the girls out of sight 

Peasants flocked in from the most distant villages Shep- 
herds with goatskin trousers, sandals on their tcct, and gold 
ear-rings appeared offset by Don Concettino Ragu, in the 
uniform of an officer ot militia 

To avoid the risk of being recognized by his former school- 
fellow, Don Paolo retired to his room on the second floor of 
the hotel He hid behind the shutters from which point he 
could watch the crowd and the rest ot the ceremony A mem- 
ory of his childhood came to his mind He had been looking 
out of the window ot his own home just as he was now, 
when the street had been suddenly mvaded by a long proces- 
sion of ragged pilgrims chanting the piaiscs of the Blessed 
Virgin The pilgrims had come from afar and still had far to 
go and the greater part of them weic barefooted and covered 
with sweat and dust, and he rcmcmbcied the fear and revul- 
sion with which his childish mind had been filled at that sad 
spectacle Looked at irom the second flooi , the assembly 
around the magic instrument below resembled a gathering of 
poor, tired and anxious pilgrims at the shiinc ot a miracle- 
working idol From his hiding-place Don Paolo could see 
two 01 thice chuich towers over the house tops The bell 
towers w'cre packed with boys like dovecotes with pigeons 
All at once the bells began to ring Members of the govern- 
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merit party made their way through the crowds and placed pa- 
triot ^ t.i. mes no I .d the m igic instrument — tiicolois, pend- 
ants llagj and an im ige ot the Gicat Chict, with jaw pro- 
tiLidmg in an e\iggcialcd manner Members ot the govern- 
ment pait\ emntci.1 birbaiic cries ot Eia' Eia' ” cries de- 
void of all intelligible signihance, while the mass remained si- 
lent 

A space near the magic instrument was clcaied for the 
“Mothers ot the fallen ’ a number of pooi old women who 
had been wcaing mouining lor filtcen yeais and were dec- 
orated with medals and condemned, in leturn lo'' a small 
pension, to liold themselves at the disposal ot Ine marshal of 
the caiabinieii on all occasions w'hcn the dictatoiship might 
need them tor propaganda pui poses The paiish piiests of 
the neighboring villages allablc old piiests gloomv-looking 
priests, athletic and impressive-looking pi.csts, and one pink- 
and-white canon who looked like a well-noiirishcd wet-nurse, 
and vvas chatting with Don Gnasolc, weic placed next to the 
“mothers of the fallen ” A numbei of countiy landlords, with 
unkempt hoards and shaggv ejcbiows clothed in hunter’s 
velvet had collected outside the town hill The cleiks — that 
IS, the membois ot the government paity- — were gathered m 
the middle ot the squaie With them w,is a solitary woman, 
Donna Evangchna, with her carpentei husband, whom she had 
foiced to enlist voluntarily 

' Not onh did she find a father for her natural son,” said 
Berenice, ‘ but what a lather' A hero'” 

‘ Donna Ev ingolina was born to be a war widow,’ Don Se- 
nofonte observed “She wont be happy till she’s in mourning 
and wearing a medal ” 

The bells went on chiming, the boys taking turns at pulling 
the ropes People in the crowd signaled to them to stop, so 
as not to intcilere with the imminent bioadcast, but the 
boys either did not understand oi pretended not to At least 
a dozen bells were being rung simultaneously with might and 
mam and the sticets were filled with their clangor Militia- 
men appealed in the ncaicst bell towcis and tried to make 
the boys leave the ropes but as the bells in other towers did 
not stop the boys resumed their ringing as soon as the militia- 
men had gone down again, so as not to be left out of it The 
first hoaise multenngs of the magic apparatus passed un- 
noticed, but a loud shout aiosc fiom the groups of cara- 
binieri militia and members of the government party, a 
rhythmical ciy, an impassioned invocation of the Great Chief 
“ CH -kY DOO' CH AY DOO' CHAY DOO' CHAY DOO' 
” This chant was slowly taken up, first by the women and 
boys but gradually it spiead until the whole mass of people, 
even those laithest away and those looking out of the win- 
dows h al taken up the melancholy hieratic lefrain “ 
CHAY DOO' CHAY DOO' CHAY DOO' CELAY DOOl 
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CHAY DOO' CHAY DOO' CHAY DOO' CRAY DOO' 

That name which nobody dared pronounce privately, either in 
praise or blame because to name it brought misfortune they 
now shouted with all the force of their lungs in this general 
gathering in the presence of his teared image in the pres- 
ence of the patriotic fetishes, as a piece of propitiatory 
magic, in a kind of religious frenzy " CRAY DOOl 
CRAY DOO' CHAY DOO' CHAY DOO' CHAY DOO' 
Those nearest the loud-speaker motioned to the crowd to be 
silent, so that the speech from Rome might be heard but the 
people massed in the adjacent stieets went on intoning the 
magic invocation calling on the Great Chief the Witch- 
doctor the Thaumaturge who disposed of their blood and 
their future The shouting of the crowd with the added con- 
fusion of the ringing of the church bells, made the speech 
that came over the wireless completcH inaudible to Don 
Paolo Below at one corner of the hotel he saw the women 
of Pietrasecca prostrate on the ground and the men gathered 
round Magascia’s cart shouting the propitiatory syllables just 
like the rest ot the crowd “ CRAY DOO' CRAY DOO' 
CHAY DOO' CHAY DOO' CHAY DOO' ” Cassarola, 
sitting in the cart above the level of the crowd, was still gaz- 
ing fixedly at the sky From time to time she moved her lips, 
and there was an expression of mysterious anguish on her 
darkened countenance Meanwhile the cries of those about 
her rose to a deafening frenzied hysterical delirious clamor 
“ CHAY DOO' CHAY DOO' CHAY DOO' CHAY DOO' 
CHAY DOO' ” The whole crowd was now shouting, in- 
cluding those near the loud-speaker, the militia and the cara- 
binieri and the other officials the\ were all convinced now of 
the utter impossibility of attempting to understand a word of 
the speech being broadcast from Rome The rhythmical cry 
ot “CHAY DOO' CHAY DOO'" hammered the air with the 
dirge-hke monotony of penitents imploring mercy of a wnth- 
ful god The two syllables ended by losing all ordinary in- 
telligible significance, and sounded like the inc.intation of a 
magical formula chanted to the accompaniment of the sacred 
music of the bells 

From behind his shutters Don Paolo watched the scene 
m trepidation There came to his mind the fear he had once 
felt when he had attended a seance, an experiment in col- 
lective hypnotism, when he was a boy, the fear he had al- 
ways experienced, even in later years, whenever he was taced 
with any manifestation of the primitive and irrational forces 
that he dormant m individuals and in the mass How was one 
to reason with poor people who had fallen under the spell of 
a hypnotic wizard‘s” 

Those nearest the loud-speaker made signs to show that 
the broadcast was over 
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“War IS declared'” Zabaglione shouted, and indicated that 
he was about to make a speech 

But his raucous voice was drowned by the rhythmical 
clamor of the crowd, which went on intoning “ CHAY 
DOO' CHAY DOO' CHAY DOO' CHAY DOO' ” The 
radio was silent No one had heard three words of the whole 
transmission No one had really tried to listen No one really 
minded not having heard, tor in reality there was no need 
for anyone to understand what had been said nor had there 
been anything to understand He who had spoken into the 
microphone had not thought of explaining of persuading, or 
trying to convince In the Land of Propaganda everything is 
presented as being indisputably self-evident The poor people 
m the street were caught in the Land of Propaganda like fishes 
in a net There was little to understand The net was there 
For the fish the net was a reality the only reality that 
counted Whether the Piopaganda was right or wrong was a 
problem for idle brains But for the poor peasant things were 
like that, a prion, and not otherwise The man looking 
through the shutters with a foreign passport in his pocket, 
might think the Propaganda was fictitious, artificial, and ab- 
stract, relying for its prestige in the poor people’s eyes on an 
irresistible hypnotic force But the pooi people were not up 
there behind the shutters but down in the street Down in the 
street things looked different It one man shouted, all the oth- 
ers shouted If one man raised his arm m the Roman salute, 
his neighbor raised both arms, to go him one better Everyone 
within the net ot Propaganda sought a little security for him- 
self Everyone sought recommendations, influence, and that 
was all that mattered What the Propaganda said was only of 
secondary importance It was therefore useless to attempt to 
refute it, it was useless trying to discuss it Don Paolo’s arms 
sank to his sides What could he do^ If it was impossible to 
talk to these poor people, because talking was a secondary 
thing, the primary thing being living (no matter whether liv- 
ing well or ill but living), it would be necessary to act But 
how'^ Where was he to begin"^ With whom? Don Paolo cal- 
culated how long It ought to take Bianchina to go to Rocca, 
find Murica, talk to him, and return to Fossa with a reply 
If Murica’s reply was satisfactory, he would go to Rocca at 
once, abandon his priest’s clothing on the way, and discuss 
with him what ought to be done In the meantime Pompeo 
might have retuined from Rome He would talk to the cow- 
herd, and It might be possible to get Alberto to come down 
from Pietrasccca Thus all his hopes depended on the young 
The masses will be awakened by deeds, he said to himself 
“There will be war, and then there will be pestilence,” the 
wise-woman was repeating from the top of Magascia’s cart 
“The war will do it for us,” Don Paolo said “And if the 
war isn’t sufficient, the pestilence will do it!” 
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The crowd’s chanting was suddenly interrupted by the 
noise of motors being started up The automobiles and motor- 
cycles of the authorities made a wav through the thiong and 
departed tor the local capital When Don Paolo saw that 
Concettino Ragu had taken his departure, he left his refuge 
and went down into the street 

Zabaglione received him with open arms 
“Did \ou see m> daughters’’ he asked, with pride “Did 
you see them distributing cockades’’ They were completely 
transfigured by patriotic emotion " 

“They were as lovely as angels'" Don Paolo said 
Zabaglione blushed and was visibly moved by this compli- 
ment 

“I have talked of you to the bishop, and I hope I may 
have helped vou,” Don Paolo added At that Zabaglione 
wanted to kiss him 

“My dear friend ” he said “mv dear friend I have heard 
you spoken of as a saint, but 1 did not know there were any 
saints as kind as you in the Church ’’ 

The lawyer took the priest by the arm and led him home 
through the betlagged streets 

Zabaglione’s wife opened the door She was pale and trem- 
bling 

“Kiss the father’s hand and leave us alone,” said Zabag- 
lione His wife curtsied and kissed Don Paolo's hand 

“The girls have not come home yet,” she said, betore with- 
drawing 

Zabaglione frowned 

“Send the maid out to look for them at once.” he said 
In the dining-room Zabaglione olTered the priest wine 
“Why did the Lord chastise me’’ he asked the priest Why 
did he give me daughters and not sons’ At this hour they 
would already be in Africa For want of sons ] have made 
my clients volunteer before then cases come on Most of 
them won t be accepted for service but the gesture remains ” 
The priest looked at him good-natuicdlv as though to say 
that, between friends scmi-ofhcial language was moie ap- 
propriate than official language 

“The war will be a haid one ” he suggested 
“Even it it comes to the woist wc shall gain something” 
the lawyer replied “Our country has expanded as the result 
of every war, particularly as the result ot every defeat The 
defeats of Custozza Novara, Lissa Adowa Caporello have 
made Italy great If we lose this time too we shall certainly 
get something out of it to console ourselves with But if we 
win The Lord protect us from England' I say so, of 

course, semi-officially between ourselves ’ 

“I noticed that you wished to make a speech after the 
broadcast,” the priest said 

“That was m the program, but the popular enthusiasm 
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made it impossible,” the lawyer replied “Besides I was only 
going to introduce the official speaker, a certain Concettino 
Ragu, who was to have spoken on ‘the resurrection of the 
Roman tradition among the rural masses ’ He gave me his 
speech to read beforehand, and a proper schoolboy s farrago 
It was ” 

“The crowd didn’t miss much,” Don Paolo remarked “If 
the peasants allow themselves to be mobilized for war, it is 
not m homage to Roman tradition ” 

Annoyance at not having been chosen as the official orator 
still rankled in the lawyer’s breast He was pleased at having 
some one to whom he could unburden himself 

‘ Between ourselves, as between friends,” Zabaglione said, 
“all this about the Roman tradition is sheer nonsense In our 
part of the world, and throughout southern Italy, where the 
Roman tradition ought to be strongest, there is no trace of it 
whatever Our only traditions are Bourbon, and Spanish, on a 
basis of Christian legend All you hear, if you listen to our 
old people, is talk of calamities, famines, the cholera, hang- 
ings, and saintly miracles There was no Roman influence 
here even in Roman times The religion, language, alphabet, 
customs, race of the people who lived in this part of the 
world were entirely different from those of Latium The only 
event of antiquity that left any trace in popular tradition was 
the Social War against Rome, which the Italic peoples fought 
under the direction of the Marsi Its memory is still associated 
with terrible catastrophes, women gaye birth to mice, statues 
sweated blood, fruit trees became sterile as a result of the 
Roman yictory These cannot be said to be happy memories ” 

In the warmth ot his feelings Zabaglione had let himself 
go, and feared he had oyerstepped the mark But Don Paolo 
reassured him 

“I permitted myself to speak of you to Monsignore and to 
recommend you highly to him,” he said, just because I ap- 
preciate your sincere and unprejudiced way of expressing 
yourself By the way, do you imagine that there may be any 
subversive elements among the peasants who aie opposed to 
the war^” 

“Poor people'” Zabaglione said “The peasants haven’t got 
enough to eat How can you expect them to take any interest 
m politics^ Politics are a luxury reserved tor the well fed 
Nevertheless, among the young some disloyal elements do 
exist ” 

Don Paolo thought of Murica, Pompeo, and the cowherd 
It also occured to him that Bianchina might have returned 
from Rocca dci Marsi by now So he quickly bade the lawyer 
good-by and hurried to the Villa delle Stagioni On entering 
the park he thought he saw a girl lying in the straw beside 
the peacocks' cage Slowly he drew near, and discovered a 
little too late that it was not Bianchina, but one of Zabag- 
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Iionc’s daughters, with a soldier Warned bv this experience, 
when he saw two girls talking to two soldiers on the other 
side ot the Temple of Venus he did not assume that Bian- 
china had doubled heisclf but recognized the girls as Zabag- 
lione s other daughters There was no tiacc of Bianchina or 
the cowherd The Villa dclle Stagioni was empty Swallows 
were flitting to and tro in the bioad empty couitvards swal- 
lows that were also about to spend the winter in Afiica Dis- 
appointed, Don Paolo went back to his hotel Zabaglione had 
said that the young people were dislosal and this gaye him 
hope Neyerthcless, there was no time to lose 

There were still a lot ot people in the streets ot Fossa par- 
ticularly around the taverns Berenice h id put a ro ist suckling 
pig on sale outside the hotel It was laid on a table with a 
skewer right through it It had been cooked whole in the 
oven full ot rosemary, fennel thsme and sage and abun- 
dantly seasoned with salt and pcppci People ciowdcd round 
It, but there weie tew who bought apait tiom soldiers who 
had just joined up and drawn their iiist pa\ The peasants 
not m uniform gazed at it showing Iheii teeth like hungry 
wolves A corpoial ot militia was eating a lovely slice ol the 
pork on a piece of white bread He cut it with a new knife, 
one of those instruments with blades punch corkscrew and 
scissors This knite attracted the attention and admiulion of 
the whole crowd 

A booth had been erected next to the town hall with a big 
placard announcing that enlarged coloied views of Abtssinia 
were to be seen within It cost ten centesimi to enter Don 
Paolo paid his ten centesimi lined up with the othei specta- 
tors, and passed before a series of peep holes provided with 
magnifying lenses Putting his c\cs to the lenses he gazed 
upon a series of Abyssinian women with bare hairy legs and 
protuberant breasts The last picture was that ot the Em- 
press This artistic and patriotic spectacle lasted longer than 
Don Paolo would have liktd because he w as shut tn by the 
queue and those in front remained absorbed lor a long time 
before each picture A timid request that they should make 
haste diew down on him the jibes and piotests of the whole 
line When at last he was able to get away his patience had 
reached its limit He walked hither and thither, tired and un- 
nerved to the point of committing an act of recklessness, 
tempted to shout, “Down with the W'ar' ’ in the middle of the 
square Twice he went back to the Villa dcllc Stagioni and 
on both occasions he could distinguish the underwear ot Zab- 
aglione’s daughters among the straw and the grass But of 
Bianchina and the cowheid there was no trace 

Thus evening fell Local good society gathered at Berenice’s 
hotel for the banquet while the peasants ol Fossa the ar- 
tisans and little shopkeepers excluded from the banquet, and 
those from neighboring villages who had lingered rn the town, 
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gathered at the Buonumore tavern The Buonumore tavern 
was at the edge of thp stream Many benches had been put 
out into the open for the occasion, and local wine was being 
offered at reduced prices A big barrel had been placed under 
an old nut tree near the path that ran along the stream, and 
mine host was filling halt-liter bottles from it, which a num- 
ber ot scrving-guls bore to the thirsty Among the latter Don 
Paolo found a group from Pietrasecca, and he sat down and 
talked to Mastrangelo, Pasquandrea, Magascia Sciatap, and 
others They were already three parts drunk Beisagliera was 
asleep behind a bush, near Magascia’s cart Don Paolo tried 
as hard as he could to find out what these peasants really 
thought about the war but he only obtained disjointed re- 
plies Pasquandrea was of opinion that it would soon be possi- 
ble to emigrate again ‘ and that was the great thing ” Campo- 
basso said there were bound to be immediate requisitions of 
horses and nudes, ‘ but he who had only one donkey had 
nothing to tear ” Sciatap wanted to know whether the death 
ray could destroy the seeds in the earth The others listened 
and drank, stupefied stunned, and silent A people so poor 
and pnmitive that tor several centuries it had read only one 
book, // G lien in Mcschino, a people whose wisdom was 
summed up in a tew proverbs passed down from generation to 
generation had been literally submerged and overwhelmed 
by propaganda 

“Sir, you would do better to drink and not waste time ask- 
ing us things we do not understand,” Magascia said to the 
priest “At Pietrasecca a joke or a tunny story lasts for many 
years, and passes from father to son and is repeated an end- 
less number of times, always in the same svay But heie you 
hear so many novelties m a single day that it ends by giving 
you a headache ” 

Zabaglione came down the path beside the stream He took 
the priest to one side He was ashen pale, and he asked Don 
Paolo anxiously whether by any chance he had seen his 
daughters 

Many of the di inkers recognized Zabaglione They sur- 
rounded him and started shouting 

“Speech' Speech' Speech' We want a speech'” they cried 

They demanded a speech as they might have demanded 
music a ballad, or a fox-trot whichever the pianist preferred 
Zabaglione parried and resisted, but gave in when he noticed 
that there were some municipal employees among those who 
were beseeching him He forgot his daughters and remem- 
bered that the post of mayor was vacant A few youths lifted 
him ponderously on to a table next to the barrel 

He preened himself, stroked his mustaches, ran his hand 
through his hair, raised his arms towards the starry sky, and 
then his deep baritone boomed forth 
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“Descendants of eternal Rome,” he began, “O thou my 
people 

Thus the music started and what lovely music' The orator 
addicssed the drunken peasants as though thev wcie an as- 
semblige of exiled kings and emperors Memories of ancient 
glories emeiged tiom the wine tumes 

Tell me ’ he said who was it who brought culture and 
civilization to the whole Mediteiranean and to all known Af- 
rica^ ’ 

“We did'” voices replied 

‘But the trulls weie gathered by others Tell me again, I 
pray you who brought culture and civilization to the whole 
ot Europe, even to the misty shores ot England, and built 
towns and cities v\herc savages had grubbed tor tood with 
wild hogs and deer’’ ’ 

“We did' ’ voices replied 

“But the truits weic enjoyed by others Tell me again, I 
beg vou who discovered Amciica^” 

This time cvervbody rose to his teet and shouted 
“We did' We did' We did'” 

“But otheis enjoy it Tell me again I beg you, who in- 
vented electiicitv w'lieless telegraphy, and alt the other things 
on which modern hte is based'^” 

“We did' ' voltes replied 

“But othcis eniov them And tell me again if you please, 
who are the people who have emigrated to all the countries of 
the vtoild to dig mines, build bridges, make roads, dry 
swamps’” 

This time everybody rose to his feet again 
“We did' Wc did' they shouted 

“And thus you have explained the origin of all your ills 
But novv, after centuiics ot humiliation and injustice, Prov- 
idence has sent us the man who will give oui country all its 
rights that othcis have usurped " 

There were a tew shouts of ‘To London' To London'” 

“To New York' To Aniciica' To Cahlornia'’ others cried 
“To Sao Paulo' lo the Avenida Paulista' lo the Avenida 
Angelica' ’ one old man shouted Otheis called out 
“To Buenos Aires'” 

Sciatap, who was next to Don Paolo was seized with a sud- 
den paroxysm of excitement Although he was so drunk that 
he could hardly stand he insisted on standing on a bench He 
imposed silence and shouted 

‘To Forty-second Street' To Foitv-sccond Street'” 

Silence was reesLahlished and Zabaglione spoke of the 
marvelous death ray, the latest invention ot Italian genius, 
the decisive arm by which the Empire would be resuriceted 
“The death rav can stop engines bring trams running over 
the earth and ships furrowing the sea to a standstill, deflate 
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bicycle tires, dry up women’s breasts, stop clocks and watches, 
make the birds of the air lose their plumage the clappers of 
bells tall to earth, and turn the enemv soldiers into salt' No 
one will he able to oppose our victorious advance The Man 
of Piovidencc has announced it himselt to all the world today 
The hour of reckoning has come' ’ 

“To New Yoik' ’ the whole crowd started shouting now 
“To Forty-second Street'” 

The crowd pressed iround Zabaglionc s table to urge him 
to go on, but he had seen thiee girls in the distance walking 
arm in arm with three soldiers along the path beside the 
stream So he jumped down from the table, forced his way 
through the thiona and un alter them 

“In New York ’ Sciatap began telling his neighbors, ‘at 
Mulberry Sticct there’s a scoundrel who calls himself Mr 
Charles Littlc-Bell Ice and Coal He s the one who ought to 
be punished hist Mv idea (of course ansone with a better one 
IS at libcrtv to propose it) is to take him prisoner and make 
him pass in front ot a regiment of soldieis Each soldier must 
give him a kick in the pants with nailed boots If he com- 
plains evciv soldier must veil Shat-tap'’ at him He’ll know 
what it means'” 

Campobasso drew Sciatap to one side 
‘What IS there at Foity-second Street’’ he asked 
“That's the cntci laniment quarter ’ said Sciatap “The en- 
tertainment quarter for the rich Beautiful women you see 
there pel turn, d women 

Ho stopped because he saw his son approaching, comically 
arraved in an ill-fitting uniform His sleeves were too long 
and were folded over his wrists and his trousers were too 
shoil and onl\ came down to his knees 
‘Have a dunk'” his lather said 
He drank 

“Have another dnnk,” his father said “You’re lucky to be 
young'” 

He di ank again 

“Now sou listen to me,” his father said “Don’t forget what 
I tell vou It the government decides to send the soldiers with 
the death ra\ to New York just you step forward and volun- 
teer Tell the government that your father has been there and 
has a lot ot old scores to settle Well, when vou disembark at 
Batteiv Place turn to the right and ask for Mulberry Street 
When vou get there ask for Mr Samuel s old-clothes shop 
He s a Polish Jew who talks Neapolitan He’s a little old man 
who knows everything Whatever vou ask him he can tell 
you He knows where there s good food and where there’s 
good drink and where the rich people live It’s a big city, 
and if you don’t want to lose your way about, go and see 
himl” 
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The son laughed open-mouthed and looked gratefully at 
his father 

Have another drink and listen to me,” Sciatap \vcnt on 
“I’m an old man and don t need much But it vou w int to 
please me you can bung me home three or foui pans ot hoots 
The kind I want aie called Regal and 1 want them hioid at 
the toes Samuel \\'ill tell \ou where to get them Don t bring 
me narrow ones because 1 sulTer from corns 

At a near-b\ table there was a stonecutter fiom Bergamo, 
st'll dressed in the manner ot his native place with a skin 
hat and a velvet coat He had come to the Marsica at the time 
of the earthquake on the woik of reconstruction but had 
mariied a Fossa woman and settled down He was talking of 
the woik done bv Italians in Switzerland 

‘I spent the whole of mv youth from the age of fourteen 
in Switzerland with m\ father, who was a miner” he said 
“There s not a tunnel in Switzerland that wasn’t dug mainly 
by Italian miners Mv father was killed digging the Lotsch- 
berg tunnel He was buried bv a landslide with twenty-four 
others I was sixteen vears old at the time Afterwards I 
worked in the Trimbach tunnel, the Grenchen tunnel, and 
the Vallorbe tunnel The Italian huts at Trimbach were all 
built together and the new village was called Tripoli A 
special post-olfice was kept open as long as the work lasted, 
and ‘Tripoli was wiittcn up over it” 

“Why ‘Tripoli”^” Campobasso asked “You weren’t Arabs'” 
“That’s just It,” said the man from Bergamo ‘ The Swiss 
are good people and pay well but we did all that work for 
them and not for ourselves As soon as it was finished we 
had to go Some left an arm or a leg behind Poor people 
attract misfortunes just as old donkeys attract flies While we 
were excavating for an electric station at Grimscl, near Berne, 
a small piece of rock, no bigger than a man’s hand was 
hurled into the air by a charge of dynamite, and hit a fel- 
low countryman ot ours, who was pcacelully having his 
breakfast about two hundred yards awav It struck him Irom 
behind, at the back of the neck, and killed him on the spot 
He might have been picked off bv a sniper ” 

A group of drunks had gathered round the wine barrel and 
started singing an old emigrants’ song 

After thirty days in the steamship 
hVe got to America 

At a more distant table an old chair-mender was talking of 
his days at Sao Paulo in Brazil 

“At Sao Paulo there was a district the Brazilians called 
Abbasce ’o Piques, where we Italians lived, and it was the 
Negro quarter, too You used to have to spend all day mend- 
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ina c^dirs, in the evening you had to u^e your knife to 
protect ou’- iite Going out without a tnite .iouid ha\e been 
lilvL go'ng to Vdr Aithout a ritle M\ t uher used to sa\ it 
V.JS al.’d best to mind vour o.vn business bat »hen it 
Game to St lobing it '■ ^s aluavs better to gi\e j knife thrust 
than to t ike 1 nc Brazilian lads v ho ” anted to shoa off used 
to come do ■ n t night to the Abbasce n Piques hut the' gen- 
e-rail, A-nl home .viih them entrails hang rg oul \11 the 'sork 
done around Sao Pauln v.as done b\ Italians Some made 
their fortunes and bought ihemsehcs places in the Avenida 
Paulista, but most ol them remained in -^nhasce o Piques or 
the Praz quarter v. ith the Turks the Portuguese and the 
Neg'-oes It the Jac of reckoning recdK his come we are 
entitled to a good part of Brazil That s wnat I say, and I 
know the count'-. 

It '.SdS e pc'iptu! sight for Don Paolo to see the peasants 
shaking off their usual apath\ their almost geological resigna- 
tion and getting drunk on propaganda 

A nois'r Ji’.ersion was created b\ some soldiers who left 
the bar without pacing tor their drinks The ser\ing-girls 
shrieked and the landlord brandished a kitchen knife at 
them 

‘Collect from the government'’ the soldiers shouted from 
afar 

Around the barrel, which b\ now was nearh empts about 
a dozen pea>ints 'sere still singing the emigrants song Some 
of them sere clinging to the cask, like men clinging to a 
boat tossed on an angry sea 

/I fter thirlv dav^ w the steamship 
We gor la America 
We slept on the hare earth, 

We ate bread and sansat/es 

Magascia woke up and put poor Bersagliera, who had 
been King dossn behind the bushes between the shafts The 
men from Pietiasecca went home because it was late Don 
Paolo got up to leave too and although he was so tired that 
he could scarcely stand he went once more to the Villa delle 
Stdgioni to look for Bianchina and the cowherd He crossed 
the bridge and went down a path with gardens on both sides 
The emigiantb song followed him in the darkness 

We ate bread and sausages. 

Blit the industry of us Italians 
Founded tosens and cities 

The priest met the cowherd near the park walls 

“1 want to talk to you ” said Don Paolo 

“I want to talk to you too sir,” said the cowherd 
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The two men went along the dark drive and sat down at 
the edge of the granite poo] outside the villa 

“War has begun,” said Don Paolo, ‘ the war of the bank 
The war will be fought by the Italian peasants against the 
peasants of Abyssinia I have been looking tor you all day 
long, because I want to talk to you about what can be done 
against this madness ” 

“I have been out with the baroness all day ” the cowherd 
replied ‘Perhaps you can help me, sir, before I go mad ” 
“What IS the matter with you''” the priest asked But the 
cowherd did not answer “The war began today,” the priest 
went on, ‘ the war of the bank ” 

The cowherd interrupted 

“The baroness and 1 arc almost the same age When we 
were small we played together here, round this pond, along 
the drive round the peacocks’ cage and the Temple of Venus, 
until she got old enough tor her parents to shut her up m a 
convent But we went on liking each other ” 

“I know vour story,” Don Paolo interrupted 
“Then you know that the baron that is, her husband, was 
killed in a duel It was a real visitation of God Instead of 
coming back here, the baroness started hvmg gayly She isn’t 
bad, but she’s weak ” 

“How do you knowt” asked the priest 
“The baroness had always written to me,” said the cow- 
herd 

“Did she tell you her adventures m writing’’” 

“Indirectly, yes,” said the cowherd “She has always been 
very religious, and she is very frightened of death Every 
Saturday she goes to confession Her confessor must be a 
severe man, and as a penance for every mortal sm he makes 
her recite one Ave Maria and lick a little cross on the ground 
with her tongue That kind of penance is also used in our 
part of the world but for a priest to impose it on a baroness 
is really shameful She always recited the Ave Maria hoi self, 
I don’t deny that but she always left the licking of the crosses 
on the ground to me I am not telling you this in any com- 
plaining spirit Since it was for her I alwavs did it with pleas- 
ure Well, every Saturday night she used to w'nte me a post- 
card, from wherever she might happen to be, Rome, or Monte 
Carlo, or St Moritz, and she put down the number ot crosses 
that had to be licked At first when the baron was alive, 
there were only a few crosses every week, but after his death 
the number quickly went up to twenty or thirty Just imagine 
It, sir' Such a fine lady, and thirty mortal sins a week' Re- 
cently the number has nearly always been twenty-one, and 
that’s not a little It’s an average of three a day ” 

“Three a day is certainly not a little,” Don Paolo agreed 
“Do you still lick the crosses on the ground'?” 

The cowherd stammered in confusion 
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“It’s the only contact I had left with her,” he said “If I 
had refused, she would have had it done by somebody else, 
and I shouldn’t have heard from her at all ” 

The cowherd led the priest into the stable, took a lantern, 
ht it, and showed him innumerable tiny little crosses drawn 
on the wall in charcoal, covering an area of several square 
meters 

“So as not to forget or make mistakes, I always draw the 
required number of crosses on the wall,” he said 

The little black crosses, drawn on the damp stable wall, 
reminded Don Paolo of a war cemetery he had seen near 
Gorizia But this was the cemetery of the baroness’s mortal 
sms 

The two men went back and sat at the edge of the pool 
“The baroness came back here a few days ago,” said the 
cowherd “You can imagine how glad I was' She told me 
she had come back because she had no money to go on living 
in town 1 told her that as long as I was here she wouldn’t 
want for anything Next day her lover arrived too, a Pied- 
montese cavalry colonel Bianchina savs he looks as if he 
might have fought m the Crimean War, but I wasn’t frightened 
of hun So on the evening of the day he came I took him 
aside and told him if he wanted to leave the Villa delle 
Stagioni alive, he had better take the next train back to the 
Crimea But the baroness intervened on his behalf Since then 
my life has been like hell itself I can’t sleep a wink, and the 
nights seem endless Things certainly can’t go on like this 
The night before last the baroness came to me and asked me 
to lick the usual twenty-one crosses on the ground ‘No’’ I 
said, T certainly won’t do penance for the mortal sins you 
commit with that man ’ The baroness looked at me in amaze- 
ment, and tears came into her eyes ‘Then shall I have to do 
them myself’’ she said In the end I promised to do the 
penance once more, but for the last time Now, every day 
when evening comes and the two of them go to their room, 
I feel my head beginning to whirl I get the craziest ideas I 
don’t get a moment’s peace and I can’t think of anything 
else It’s useless to talk to me about anything else'” 

“Do you know when Pompeo is coming back from Rome?” 
Don Paolo asked 
“No ” 

“I sent Bianchina to Rocca Do you know if she is back 
yet?” 

“She’s not back yet,” the cowherd replied Then he added 
“You, as a priest, ought to talk to the baroness ” 

“I am very sorry,” said Don Paolo “War has started, and 
I am unable to think about anything else ” 

The streets of Fossa were deserted and badly illuminated 
The flags, the trophies, the streamers, the words of which 
were mdecipherable m the darkness and the colors of which 
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were indistinguishable gave a carnival-like air to the sleep- 
ing town Don Paolo hesitated and stopped outside the Giia- 
sole Hotel because the sound ot voices and singing was com- 
ing from the dining-room Evidently the guests at the ban- 
quet to celebrate the opening of hostilities against Abyssinia 
had not all gone home To avoid having to pass through the 
dining-room and be compelled to talk to these people whom 
he detested, Don Paolo vsalked round the hotel building and 
tried the kitchen door which was at the bottom ot a yard 
full of boxes stacks of vine blanches, and heaps of chaicoal 
Don Paolo suddenly remembered an incident of his school 
days, when he was in the second elementary class The whole 
school had mutinied against a master, Don Vincenzo Limone, 
who had broken a boy s arm while beating him Don Paolo, 
who had been seven or eight years old at the time had writ- 
ten vindictive slogans such as Down with Don Vincenzo'” 
and “Death to the tyrant'” on all the white walls he passed 
on his wav to school Sounds of washing-up were coming 
from the kitchen, and Don Paolo was unwilling to go in He 
filled one of his pockets with charcoal, and in the semi-dark- 
ness made a short reconnaissance of the streets of Fossa The 
road to the station was empty, the station was silent and a 
beggar with a dog was asleep in the waiting-room The last 
tiain must have gone Don Paolo took a piece of charcoal 
and wrote, ‘ Down with the war' Long live liberty'” in large 
letters over the ticket window Then he crossed the station 
yard and entered the old part of the town He went down a 
dark, winding alley to the church of San Giuseppe The church 
walls were rough and would not take the charcoal, but the 
three broad steps that led up to the church door were smooth 
and clean and seemed to be waiting tor someone with a piece 
of charcoal in his hand On the first step Don Paolo wrote 
“Down with government soup'” On the next step he wrote 
“Long live home-made soup'” On the third step he wrote 
“Down with the Pope who’s in tavoi ot the war'” When he 
had finished and was walking aw ly, he turned two or three 
times to admire his handiwork The inscriptions, in big, black, 
bold block letters really looked splendid beneath the church 
At a turning in a narrow' street he met a drunkard lurching 
from side to side and singing the emigrants’ song at the top 
of his voice The man seemed startled at the priest s appear- 
ance Then he burst into idiotic laughter and started tollow- 
ing him, whispering 

“Darling' Darling' Stop a minute'” 

The priest lengthened his stride to escape the revulsion 
with which this pursuit filled him but the drunkard refused 
to abandon the chase So Don Paolo waited for him under a 
lamp-post and made ready to punch his head Only then did 
the drunkard perceive his error, he made a comic gesture 
of surprise and started muttering 
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“What a mistake' What sacrilege was about to take place'” 
Don Paolo came to the tax office, which had the govern- 
ment sign on the door and solidly barred windows Next to 
the door he carefully wrote “Down with the war and the 
mortgages' Long live liberty' ’ He heard other drunken voices 
in neighboring streets, so in order to avoid further encounters 
he went back to the hotel and entered by the kitchen door 
The kitchen was now deserted He found Pompeo sitting 
and waiting for him in his room 

“I came back from Rome tonight, by the last tram,” the 
chemist’s son said “As soon as 1 knew you were here I came 
to see you, and I’ve been waiting for you, because I want to 
talk to you ” 

T have been looking for you and waiting for you all day,” 
said Don Paolo “Tire new war has begun, the war of the 
bank against the poor people, and what are we doing‘s” 
Pompeo went pale 

“No, you are making a mistake,” he replied “This is a war 
for the people and for civilization ” 

“What makes you think that’” 

Pompeo described his visit to Rome He and a friend, who 
was also in favor of the second revolution, had gone to- 
gether, and they had spent many hours walking in the vicinity 
of the bank where they suspected the Chief of the Revolution 
was held prisoner They had put their ears to the walls, had 
watched to see whether anything resembling a prisoner’s food 
had been taken into the building during the day, and had 
even tried to get into conversation with two carabinieri who 
were on guard outside But they had not been able to find 
out anything for certain They had spent all their evenings 
in friends’ houses, the houses of rich people, and to his sur- 
prise Pompeo had heard great merchants and a banker ex- 
pressing doubts about the economic utility of the new war, 
which they seemed actually to regard as a risky and expen- 
sive undertaking ' Then why was the war being waged’” the 
two lads had started asking But all the answers given them 
had been vague, and no one had dared pronounce /ns name 
Was it possible for people to be so very frightened of a pris- 
oner? Was not the double who had been put in his place said 
to be a docile slave of the bank’ What then, was the reason 
for the war’ It was revealed to them in the Piazza Venezia 
“A speech bv the Head of the Government had been an- 
nounced for tour o'clock in the afternoon,” Pompeo said 
“My friend and I went there, and we stood right in front of 
the balcony of the Palazzo Venezia We had to wait a long 
time, but when he appeared on the balcony and his voice 
started booming over the crowd, all doubt disappeared It 
wasn’t a double, it was He'” 

Don Paolo was about to say something, but he hesitated to 
oppose rational arguments to this act of mgenuous faith He 
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put his right hand, which was black from the charcoal, into 
his pocket 

“The war that started today,” the lad went on, "will serve 
to provide our unemployed with land which is now uncul- 
tivated and uninhabited Not till our national economy is 
freed from the dead weight of surplus labor will an effective 
struggle against the bank and private monopoly be possible 
The second revolution is only postponed The wai must be 
won first ” 

Pompeo produced a piece of paper from his pocket and 
showed it to the priest 

“I enlisted voluntarily today, ’ he said 

“In that case we have nothing further to sav to each other,” 
the priest said and showed the vouth the door 

But Pompeo, after some hesitation, still had something im- 
portant on his mind 

“Promise me,” he said, "that you will do none of the 
things we spoke of together ” 

Don Paolo hesitated He did not want to he, but he was 
afraid of being denounced to the authorities as a priest hostile 
to the government If he were arrested his identitv would be 
easily established The idea ot airest frightened him less than 
the thought of the scandal that would be caused at Fossa and 
Pietrasecca among those who had known him in his priests 
clothing 

“Promise'” said Pompeo 

“I promise,” Don Paolo said “Bon voyage'” he added “I 
hope you return safely from the war Then we shall talk 
again ” 

Pompeo embraced the priest affectionatelv promised he 
would write to him from Africa and left The laughing and 
singing of the banqueters who still remained in the dining- 
room came floating up the staircase Don Paolo washed the 
charcoal from his hand The wash basin smelled disgustingly 
He looked at his face in the miiror which had been loiiled 
by hundreds of flics His face was livid and looked older 
than ever His black clothing made him look like a niournlul 
clown Uhva’s words returned to his mind “You are a fool 
You are a revolutionary because you are afraid of leality” 
He was seized with an attack of obstinate, dry coughing, and 
suddenly he felt a warm, sweet, saliva taste in his mouth 
Light-red foam appeared between his lips He lay down on 
the bed and remembered the words of the breviary Venn 
hora mea Perhaps my hour has come 

He was still lying on the bed fully dressed and W'ide 
awake, when he heard some one tiptoeing towards his room 
and listemng at the door “Come in,” he said Bianchina came 
u 

“I saw a hght at the window,” she said, “and so I came 
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The girl was nil painted up and smelled of alcohol 
“There were some small celebrations at Rocca on account 
of the oiitbieak of war’ she said ‘and the bovs of couise, 
w'ere onlv too pleased to entertain me But that Murtca is an 
idiot I had to go all over the place hut in the end I found 
him in i g II den looking alter the cabbages 1 told him that a 
friend of hiS fiom Rome had sent me espccKillv to say that 
he would very much like to sec him and would come and 
see him it he wanted him to He didn’t even thank me or 
offer me a glass of watei, but said he didn’t want to see any- 
body ’’ 

Don Paolo was breathing with difficulty and he was afraid 
of anolhei ht of coughing 

“Why don’t you say anything'^’’ Bianchina asked him “Why 
aren’t \ou in bed ycD Are you feeling sad’” 

Dan Paolo nodded his head 

“Why are vou sad’ Are you in debt’’ Are you in love’” 
Don Paolo almost smiled 

“I’ve got It ” said the girl “You’re in love with a nun I 
read a story in a book once, about a priest who vyas always 
sad because he was in love with a nun But there are so 
many other women in the world'” 

The coughing came back and shook the sick man He rested 
his head on his shoulder and a thin trickle of warm blood 
oozed from one side ot his mouth Bianchina went pale, 
and Don P,iolo saw she was on the point of calling for help, 
but he took her hand, smiled, and murmuted 
“Don t be atr,tid Its nothing ’ 

Bianchina dipped some handkerchiefs in cold water and 
put them on his forehead and on his chest She took a light- 
blue shasvl fiom her shoulders and wrapped it around the 
electric light to dim it She hurried down to the kitchen and 
fetched a glass ot salt water, which she made Don Paolo sip, 
and fetched two pillow's from the next room, which was 
empty, and propped up the priests head with them Then she 
slowly and carclully undressed him so that he dtd not haye 
to make a single movement, pulled a sheet and a blanket 
from under him and covered him properly, opened the win- 
dow to let in tresh air, and carefully washed the traces of 
blood from his mouth and chin Every now and then she 
changed the cold compresses on his forehead and chest, and 
each time she stroked his hair and whispered 
“Theie' Thcic' It’s nothing serious, you’ll see'” 

Bianchina forbade the priest to speak She gave him a 
pencil and a piece of p iper to use in case there was anything 
he wanted to say Don Paolo wrote down “Telephone to- 
morrow morning to Dr Nunzio Sacca of Acquafredda ” 
“And now it’s time to go to sleep,” the girl said “Good- 
night'” 
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Bianchma lay down on the stone floor beside the bed But 
neither she nor Don Paolo managed to go to sleep 

“Did you celebrate the beginning of the war, too?” the sick 
man asked her during the night 
“Yes ” 

“Why'?” 

“I did what the others did ” 

Next morning Bianchma told her aunt all about the priest’s 
illness and went to the post-office to telephone to the doctor 
at Acquafredda 

Dr Sacca arrived towards midday Don Paolo was very glad 
to see a friendly face, but the doctor was embarrassed and 
reserved He examined him hurriedly and distractedly As 
soon as he was alone with the patient he said 

“Now you will be convinced that your return to Italy was 
an act of folly In any case, if one insists on being a hero, it 
shouldn’t be at the cost of others ” 

“You weren’t obliged to come,” Don Paolo answered “One 
can die quite well without a doctor ” 

“As long as you are disguised in this way I am com- 
promised, too,” the doctor said “The police would easily dis- 
cover that Don Paolo Spada arrived at Fossa in a carriage 
from Acquafredda, and ffiat the carnage was hired at Acqua- 
fredda by me ” 

“No one compelled you to do it,” Don Paolo said 
“I obeyed a stupid, sentimental impulse,” the doctor con- 
fessed “It’s your duty now to relieve me as quickly as possi- 
ble of the permanent risk that hangs over my head Besides, 
even from your point of view, you ought to be convinced 
that for the time being there is nothing you can do in Italy 
Go and have your health looked after m a sanatorium 
abroad, and wait for better times ” 

“I must tell you,” Don Paolo replied, “that I accepted your 
help because at one point I believed you were of a different 
breed from the common run of my former school-fellows 
Now I see you are as worthless as the rest You may even be 
more worthless A state of war creates many opportunities for 
a doctor to advance himself in his career A doctor like you, 
with the bishop’s influence to help him, has excellent pros- 
pects m wartime Is that what makes you afraid?” 

Bianchma entered the room and prevented Dr Sacca from 
replying 

“You may go,” Don Paolo said to the doctor “As soon as I 
can stand I shall leave ” 

The doctor departed, and Bianchma told the priest that 
certain inscriptions written in charcoal on some of the public 
buildings during the night had caused an uproar in the town 
While Bianchma was tidying up the room she discovered 
large black stains in the wash basin, which looked as if a 
charcoal-burner had been washing his hands m it 
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“What’s this'’’’ she asked 

But instead of waiting for a reply, she hurriedly cleaned 
away the stains Then she went over to Don Paolo and said 
to him m a tone of reproach 

“Do you know you are a big baby? A bold and reckless 
baby’’” 

But she regretted reproaching the sick man, and added, 
“You are a nice baby all the same ’’ 

“Bianchina,” Don Paolo replied, “what good fortune it is 
that there are women m the world besides the calculating 
swines of men'” 

Bianchina reflected a moment, and then said 
“Perhaps you say that out of pure selfishness If there were 
no women m the world, who would there be to bring babies 
mto the world'’” 

The sick man protested 

“Even it science discovered another way of producing 
babies, it would be a blessing if, in addition to men obsessed 
with their careers, there were women ” 

“But having babies is not the important thing,” Bianchina 
said “In tact, quite often people have them by mistake and 
against their will The important thing is suckling them ” 

This idea had never occurred to Don Paolo, and it gave 
him great pleasure He looked at the girl as she washed the 
floor Her breasts resembled ripe oranges A few months ago 
they had been hke bitter lemons 
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Chapter X 


Such was don paolo’s apathy that he lost all dlsire to 
think of the disappointments he had suffered With a flick of 
his hand as though a swarm of flies was buzzing round his 
head and annoying him he dismissed the troiiblesomc 
thoughts that sometimes came to pester him He had no idea 
what to do or whcic to turn in order to remain among the 
peasants and begin the task he had mapped out for himself 
The ground had sunk beneath his feet Nothing was left for 
him but to go But he felt no hurry or anxiety even to do 
that He would go when he was in a fit state and not bcloie 
The only thing that annoyed him w'as the mirror He avoided 
approaching the washstand in older not to sec himself in the 
mirror He knew he looked absuid and ridiculous He knew 
now that ruining his face with iodine and disguising himself 
as a priest had been nothing but a stupid and idle prank 
But he did all ho could not to think about it 

“As soon as 1 am able to leave 1 shall go abioad, ’ he said 
to Bianchina “I cannot go on living in this country 1 am 
tired and disillusioned ” 

“Find, me a job and I'll come too ” the girl said “I don't 
know what to do hcie either and it won t be long before my 
aunt turns me out again Besides I should adore to travel'” 
The idea of meeting Bianchina abroad made Don Paolo 
smile 

“If you come abroad ’ he said, “I shall tell you a lot of 
things that will make sou 1 ii gh ” 

“Can’t vou tell me now’" 

Bianchina believed in not putting off till tomorrow what 
could be done today But Don P.iolo was not to be cajoled 
Berenice looked alter the priest accoiding to Di Sacca’s 
instructions Di Sacca on leaving the patient s room had met 
Berenice on the stairs answered her greeting cuitly blushed 
rudely past her left the hotel, and hurried away towards the 
station But later he had returned apologized tor his pievious 
haste, left some piesci iptions ordeied a special diet and par- 
ticularly recommended Beienice to distract the patient tiom 
his black humor and, if possible, make him laugh and think 
of other things 

The latter task was conscientiously undertaken by Bian- 
china Don Paolo being an invalid, she was somew hat re- 
stricted in her choice of entertainment She knew plenty of 
pastimes and diversions that would have amused Don Paolo, 
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but would not have been good for him, and these she had to 
renounce, but being a resourceful young woman, she called 
on the memory of her school days for a whole series of more 
innocent but not less entertaining pastimes such, for example, 
as tickling the soles of the feet and fly-catching Fly-catching 
had been actively practiced at ner school, particularly during 
school hours, the object of this form of sport being to catch 
the flies in flight without injuring them and without the sister 
noticing it Pins or feathers were then delicately laid on the 
captured flies’ backs, and they were put down and lined up 
on the bench and encouraged to run races, which were called 
“towing races ” Bianchina had made quite a name for herself 
at this sport, but when she tried catching flies now she some- 
times injured them 

“I’m out of practice,’’ she said by way of apology “You 
learn such a lot of things at school, and then, later, when you 
want them, you’ve generally forgotten them ’’ 

The towing races took place on Don Paolo’s bed, the black 
leather binding of his breviary serving as the course Some 
flies would make straight for the finish, others would go 
crooked and leave the course, while others would only move 
a little way and then stop dead 

“Those that won’t go are the wives,” Bianchina said “They 
slow down to let their husbands win Feminine sentimentality 
as usual'” 

Don Paolo discovered that fly-racing, when carefully 
studied, was as full of surprises and entertainment as horse- 
racing or motor-racing, apart, of course, from the difference 
in dimensions 

In spite of Bianchina’s precautions, an echo of the excite- 
ment caused in the town by the writing on the walls reached 
the sick man 

“So many policemen have never been seen in Fossa before,” 
Berenice announced “Anyone would think we were a town 
of criminals ” 

Bianchina made no comment Gelsomina, acting as sub- 
stitute for her husband, the haberdasher, who had enlisted, 
stood at her shop door and stopped all passers-by 

“Have you heard any newst” the good woman asked each 
of them “I’m suie it must have been a stranger'” 

“It was such a beautiful celebration, with everybody happy 
and everybody in such complete harmony,” Berenice la- 
mented ‘Whoever could have thought of writing such stupid 
things on the walls'^” 

“Envy IS never absent,” said Don Senofonte “Some one 
who couldn’t enlist and had no sons to enlist relieved tus 
feelings that way ” 

“It was such a beautiful celebration' Such a unanimous 
celebration' And just on the eve of the appomtment of the 
new mayor'” said Zabaghone 
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“Never a funeral without a smile, never a wedding with- 
out a tear,” the chemist observed 

“Night birds are buds of ill omen,” said the haberdasher’s 
wife 'Its lucky there s the liw’’ 

“There s fire smoldering among the peasants ” said Bere- 
nice You don t notice it in the d lytime, but you can see 
the sparks at night'” 

‘ The peasanis’ Out of the question'” said the chemist 
“They can t write' The inscriptions were m block capitals 
No peasant wrote them'” 

“There are one oi two youngsters who have lost their 
heads,” Zabaglione observed “Of course I am not alluding 
to anyone ’ 

The insinuation was not lost on Don Senofonte 
“Just to let vou know ’ he answered with asperity, “let 
me tell vou that my son has enlisted voluntarily The honor 
of a volunteer is bevond suspicion Besides while we are 
on that subject my son has never been a Socialist'" 

This was a home thrust Zabaglione went livid with rage 
“Your repartee has misfired, ’ he replied Everyone knows 
I sacrificed my ideas a long time ago Who is there who has 
never been a Socialist^ Even Etcetera Etcetera was once a 
Socialist'” 

“Everybody gives what he can,” the haberdasher’s wife 
said, to restore peace Some give their monev some give 
their lives, some give their ideas some give their sons, some 
give their daughters ” 

But Zabaglione took every word amiss 
“My daughters’’ What’s that about my daughters’’” he ex- 
claimed turning angrily on Gelsomina His cheeks bad now 
turned purple 

The poor woman did not understand the question, and at- 
tempted to extricate herself by uttering innocuous lamenta- 
tions 

“My husband is going to Africa, the shop is head over 
heels in debt my sister is consumptive w'e’ve had to take a 
second mortgage on the house and with all that, how can 
other people’s affairs interest me’’” 

But Zabaglione did not relent 

“Answer me,” he said "What have you got to say about 
my daughters’’” 

The poor woman was terrified and started babbling con- 
fusedly 

“Yes, yes, of course let us be perfectly open with one an- 
other Hasn’t my husband volunteered’ Has he or has he not’’” 
“If the person who wrote on the walls isn’t found the 
whole town will be punished the tax-office clerk said “We 
shall be given a special commissioner instead of the new 
mayor ” 

“What’s that? What’s that’’” said Zabaglione, going pale 
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“If I find the scoundrel. I’ll tear him to pieces with my own 
handsi” 

The words “Down with government soup” on the steps of 
the church had upset Donna Adalgisa Colantuoni so seriously 
that they nearly made her ill She took them as a personal 
insult Her father said she ought to have nothing more to do 
with the government soup 

“It IS not worth ivhile to sacrifice yourself for the ungrate- 
ful rabble ” he said “You ought to threaten to resign ” 

“But if I resign, what shall we have to eat?” his daughter 
objected 

“I didn’t say resign, I said threaten to resign,” her father 
explained 

Bianchina told Don Paolo she couldn’t understand why 
there was such a lot of fuss about a tew inscriptions on the 
walls 

Don Paolo was surprised too He tried to explain it 
“Tlie Land ot Propaganda is built on unanimity,” he said 
“If one man says, ‘No ’ the spell is broken and public order 
IS endangered The rebel voice must be stifled ” 

“Even if the voice is that of a poor, solitary sick man’’” 
“Even then ” 

“Even if It belongs to a peaceful man who thinks in his 
own way but does nothing evil apart from that?” 

“Even then ” 

These thoughts served to sadden the girl, but gave the 
man new heart He felt ashamed of his previous discourage- 
ment 

“In the Land of Propaganda,” he said, “a man, any man, 
any little man who goes on thinking with his own head, im- 
perils public order Tons of printed paper repeat the govern- 
ment slogans, thousands of loud-speakers hundreds of thou- 
sand of manifestoes and leaflets, legions of orators in the 
squares and at the crossroads, thousands of priests from the 
pulpit repeat these slogans ad nauseam, to the point of col- 
lective stupefaction But it is enough for one little man to say 
‘No’’ murmur ‘No'’ in his neighbor’s ear, or write 'No'’ on the 
wall at night, and public order is endangered ” 

The girl was terrified, but the man was happy again 
“And if they catch him and kill him’’” the girl asked 
“Killing a man who says ‘No’’ is a risky business ” the 
priest replied, “because even a corpse can go on whispering 
‘No' No' No’’ vvith a persistence and obstinacy that only cer- 
tain corpses are capable of And how can you silence a 
corpse‘s” 

Berenice came in 

“Pompeo knows who wrote on the walls, and he has just 
gone to Avezzano to tell the higher authorities,” she said 
“How do \ou know^” the priest asked 
“He told Gclsomina himself ” 
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Bianchina took a shawl and hurried to the station 

‘ Don’t poke your nose into things that are no concern of 
youis' ’ her aunt called after her “Don’t go on being the rum 
ol the family'” 

But bv tins time Bianchina had gone 

Don Paolo jumped out ot bed to p ick his hag and escape 
His temperature had been normal for several d lys ami his 
cough was much better but he vsas still so we ik that he 
could scarcely stand Where was he to go" There’s only one 
railway line, he said to himself, and if I take the train it will 
be easy to catch me Should he go over the monntams and 
spend a tew nights in the open" Impossible m the weak state 
he was in 

He unpacked his bag and renounced the idea of flight 
Everything considered his arrest at Fossa, a tosvn already m 
a state of ferment would be more ‘ useful” than an arrest at 
Rome station whcie it would pass unnoticed Orta his native 
village, was only a tew kilometers away Don Benedetto was 
only a few kilometers awa> One or another of his former 
friends was in every village m the neighborhood Conccltino 
Ragft himself might be among those who would arrest him 
News of his arrest would spread quickly throughout the Mar- 
sica and would come to the ears ol the peasants and m the 
long winter nights the poor hungiv people, sitting over their 
empty hearths, would think of h'm “What has happened to 
that lad from our oait of the world Pietro Spina"” they would 
say to themselves ' What will he be thinking" Will he come 
out of prison alive"” And there would ceitainly be some who 
would sav “It only he were among us ” 

From Fossa to Avezzano was only an hour’s journey by 
tram, but Bianchina and Pompeo did not return till late m 
the evening 

“We’ve eaten and drunk ” Bianchina told her aunt and the 
priest, “and on our way back we passed a cinema, so in we 
went ” 

"'Vou are the rum and disgrace of the Girnsolc family,” 
her aunt said ‘You mean to tell me you allowed yourself 
to be taken to the cinema"” 

“Didn t you say you had quarreled with Pompeo"” the 
priest asked “And didn’t Pompeo go to Avezzano to denounce 
somebody" ’ 

Bianchina, with her aunt in the room, had some difficulty 
in explaining what had happened 

‘Pompeo behaves as though he were a little Robespierre, 
but with women he’s mote like Danton,” she said 

Berenice was obviously very proud to have her niece ex- 
press herselt in such an educated fashion, but she still wanted 
to know what had happened 

“Whom did he denounce"” she asked “Will he be arrested 
at once?” 
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“At Fossa station, when we got into the tram, Pompeo 
was perfectly certain he knew who it was We had a long 
argument about it, and we nearly tore each other’s hair out 
The police were waiting for us when we got out of the tram 
at Avezzjno but Pompeo had changed his mind ” 

“But whom did he denounce, for Heaven s saket” 

“A cyclist he saw coming along the road from Orta,” Bjan- 
china said ‘ Pompeo is sure he saw him but he W'asn t able 
to recognize him m the distance I told the police I could 
corroborate this myself because I saw a man on a bicycle 
coming along the road from Orta with my own eyes that 
night ” 

“From Orta't” said Berenice “So Gelsomina was right It 
was a stranger'” 

She dashed to the haberdasher’s shop with the news 
“We were right'” she exclaimed “It was just as we said 
It was a stranger, a man from Orta, who wanted to com- 
promise the people of Fossal” 

The news spread rapidly, and of course many other people 
said they had seen the man on the bicycle coming from Orta 
that night, but since he was not one of those who generally 
came to the Tuesday markets, no one had recognized him 
The outrage had been committed by an unknown man, per- 
haps the Mystery Man himself* 

Now that the tension was over, Don Paolo felt better He 
became high-spirited His zest for battle and adventure re- 
vived He decided to make Rome his headquarters and under- 
take a series of nocturnal raids throughout the Marsica At 
Orta, his native village, an uncle of his had formerly owned 
a timber-yard immediately behind the tax office It must be 
there still It would make a lovely bonfire to begin with Near 
the station at Avezzano there was a chemical factory which 
was now turning out poison gas for civilizing the Abyssmians 
That would also be highly inflammable Perhaps even the il- 
hterates would end by understanding and follow his example 
While he was reflecting on these designs, Don Girasole, 
the parish priest of Fossa, came to invite him to visit the 
parish church, and he accepted Don Girasole w'as about 
sixty, but looked older His hair was entirely white, his face 
was thin and yellow, and he walked slowly, with bent shoul- 
ders He told Don Paolo he was the oldest of ten brothers and 
sisters, of whom only he and Berenice survived His religious 
duties kept him busy from early morning till late at night 
Besides Masses, confessions, rosary, funerals, novenas and 
tridua, and religious devotions of all kinds which he had to 
either direct or attend, there were christenings and weddings, 
there were the illiterate women who made him read them the 
letters they received from America, there were the Daugh- 
ters of Mary there was the San Luigi Boys’ Club, also he 
had to teach the catechism in the elementary schools, and pre- 
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pare boys for confirmation and for their First Communion, 
there was the Congregation of Charity, there was the 
Confraternity, there were the Tertiaries of St Francis 

“I have to use the odd moments left over to me,” he said, 
“to say my breviary and retire into myself a little and pre- 
pare m>self for the death which I feel to be at hand, but 
which, nevertheless, creeps on me so slowly “ 

In the evening he was so tired that he could scarcely stand 
And sometimes he was called to the bedside of a dying man 
in the middle of the night, and occasionally this would hap- 
pen in the worst season of the year But he did not complain, 
quite the contrary “The man of God must always be tired,” 
he said “For idle thoughts occur in idle moments, and be- 
hind them lurks the Evil One, who is always on the watch ” 
A crowd of bovs were playing football in the little square 
opposite the church They stopped their game to let the two 
priests pass 

"Don’t forget the catechism begins in a quarter of an hour,” 
the parish priest reminded them 

Don Girasole stopped for a moment on the steps of the 
church to recover his breath 

“You will probably have heard of the sacrilege that was 
committed here,” he said to Don Paolo “A masked stranger 
came here one night, to the very threshold of the church, and 
scrawled the most outrageous things on the steps ” 

“By the way,” said Don Paolo, “what do you think of the 

war'i” 

A woman was waiting for the parish priest at the church 
door to arrange the date ot a christening 

“A country priest has many things to do and little time 
to think,” Don Girasole replied ‘ For the rest,” he added — 

"There are the Old Testament and the New 
And the Pastor of the Church to guide us ” 

“Forgive me I expressed myself badly,” said Don Paolo 
The usual variety of many-colored votive tablets, erected 
by those of the faitlitul who had had their petitions granted, 
adorned the side walls at the entrance to the church They 
varied according to the favors received hands, feet, noses, 
nipples, and other parts of the body were represented in their 
natural size The interior of the church seemed dark when one 
first went m, but one’s eyes soon got used to it A large part 
of the uneven, disjointed stone pavement was occupied by 
women all dressed in black, praying and whispering to one 
another, squatting in the Oriental manner as a sign of humil- 
ity and familiarity with the house ot God An old woman 
was crawling on hands and knees towards the Chapel of the 
Blessed Sacrament, with bent head, licking the floor and leav- 
ing m her wake irregular traces of saliva, like the silvery trad 
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of a slug on the old stones Her son, in soldier’s uniform, 
was walking slowly by her side looking clumsy and embar- 
rassed Don Girasole genuflected before the tabernacle, and 
Don Paolo followed suit On the altar there was a picture of 
the body of Christ on His Mother's knees She was wearing 
mourning Christ looked like a peasant who had been killed 
m a quarrel and whose corpse had started decomposing The 
wounds in the hands and feet and the deep rent in the breast 
looked as though they were m an advanced state of gangrene, 
and the reddish hair looked as if it were full of dirt and ver- 
min The Mother looked like the widow of a rich merchant 
who had been overwhelmed by misfortune Two paraffin tears 
shone on her handsome pale cheeks, her dark eves were 
turned upwards, as though to avoid the sight of her son, of 
whom she had had high hopes but who had come to the worst 
possible end A finelj embroidered veil covered her waved 
hair and came down halfway over her brow, an elegant lace 
handkerchief was tied to the little finger of her right hand, 
and on the pedestal at her feet, m letters of gold, were the 
woeful words Videte si est dolor stcut dolor mens 
The soldier’s mother finished her procession 
“Please find out whether we cannot get the allowance at 
once,” she said to Don Girasole ‘ Otherwise bow are we to 
live'i'” 

“What allowance^” 

“Four lire a day,” said the soldier “The mother of every 
man called up gets an allowance oi four lire a day It says so 
m the paper today ” 

"To whom should we apply for the allowance’’” another 
woman tame and asked the priest “The post-officei The 
town halP Couldn’t you apply for US'*” 

No sooner were they in the sacristy when another woman 
came up and said her son had scarlet fever, she asked per- 
mission to dip a piece of cloth in the oil of the lamp that 
burned beside the tabernacle, to lay it on her dying baby’s 
heart Don Girasole granted her request 

“A parish priest can reflect about the war but little,” he 
said to Don Paolo, “because he has continually to run hither 
and thither Now the prayers for dependents’ allowances are 
beginning soon there will be prayers tor the safe home-com- 
ing of prisoners of war and those reported missing, then there 
will be prayers for leave to be granted to those who are 
needed to work on the land, piayers for pensions, prayers for 
orphaned children The poor people could apply to the gov- 
ernment offices for all these things but they distrust the of- 
ficials, and are generally treated rudely when they do go to 
them, so they come and weep in the sacristy ” 

“Many years ago at Rome, on the occasion of a jubilee, I 
met a ceitain Don Benedetto of these parts ” Don Paolo said 
“If 1 am not mistaken, he was, I think, at that time Greek 
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and Latin master at a diocesan school Is he still alive'^ Do 
you ever see him'^” 

Don Girasole seemed not to have heard the question He 
showed Don Paolo the parish treasure He went to the big 
cupboard that occupied the whole of one wall and, with 
some difficulty, opened its two enormous, inlaid wooden 
doors He showed Don Paolo the gold work and jewels on the 
top shelves, a silver bust of St Antony in a special niche on 
the middle shelf, and a large number of chasubles, dalmatics, 
and richly embroidered stoles hanging as in a wardrobe at 
the bottom 

The sacristan came in and served two glasses of wine 

“Don Benedetto,” the parish priest finally said, ‘ is a very 
rash man of God For seventy years he lived an exemplary 
life In learning and virtue he was the master of us all But 
now, on the brink of eternity, his habitual disdain for the 
opinion of men and his excessive confidence in God prompt 
him to utterances that bolder on heresy If only you had 
known him during the first years of his ministry' When he 
was ordained I w'as still a pupil at the divinity school, and 
I was full of admiration for him, for his dignified and noble 
calm, his candid love of the classics, the unstained purity of 
his private life He insisted on celebrating his first Mass in a 
prison chapel, and his second in a hospital You can imagine 
how shocked his relatives were, for a first Mass is generally 
considered a social event His brusque wav of flying in the 
face of public opinion worried his superiors even then For 
that reason they were unwilling to intrust him with a parish, 
and he was sent to teach in a school The study of the classics 
and the company of the young seem to have had a mollifying 
effect upon his character, but his relations with his superiors 
did not improve That he was not ambitious and did not try 
to advance himself was regarded as shocking by the majority, 
and offense was taken at his preference for the company of 
his pupils to that of his colleagues and superiors So he w'as 
relieved of his post as a teacher 1 always tried to picserve 
my friendship for him in his solitude But now it is really no 
longer possible ” 

“Has his character changed a great deaF” Don Paolo asked 

“A man from Fossa, one of my parishioners, who w'orked 
for a few days m his garden, heard him say that the real 
name of the present Pope was Pontius XI This was repeated 
from mouth to mouth at Rocca dei Marsi, where Don Bene- 
detto lives, and everybody believed him and took what he 
said literally, because of their naive ignorance and the re- 
spect that they have for him That parishioner of mine came 
to me here, in the sacristy, and asked me whether it were 
really true that the Church had fallen into the hands of a 
descendant of Pontius Pilate, who, when he had to deal with 
any grave matter, washed his hands of it ” 
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“And what did you tell him'?” asked Don Paolo 

The parish priest looked at his guest in surprise 

“I heg your pardon,” said Don Paolo, “I expressed myself 
badly ” 

The sacristan came and told the priest that the women were 
waiting in the church for the rosary and that the boys had 
started arriving tor catechism 

“The provincial committee for deportations has actually be- 
gun investigaiing Don Benedetto’s case ” said Don Girasole 
“That is the pass he has come to' A former pupil of his, Con- 
cettmo Ragu, who has a good deal of influence in the gov- 
ernment party, and 1 did all we could to save him We went 
to see him for the single purpose of helping him We sug- 
gested that he should sign a quite general declaration of sub- 
mission to the present government and the present policy of 
the Church It would have sufficed He received us politely 
When I started explaining that the Church often had to make 
the best of a bad business in order to avoid worse evils, he 
interrupted me ‘The theory of the lesser evil may be valid in 
a political society, but not in a religious society,’ he said to 
me I tried not to argue with him on an abstract level, be- 
cause the worst heresies are capable of seductively insinuat- 
ing themselves into abstract discussions So I replied ‘Im- 
agine what would happen if the Church openly condemned 
the present war What persecutions would descend on its 
head' What moral and material damage would result’’ You 
will never imagine what Don Benedetto replied 'My dear 
Don Girasole,’ he said, ‘can you imagine lohn the Baptist 
offering Herod a concordat to escape having his head cut off? 
Can you imagine lesus offering Pontius Pilate a concordat to 
avoid crucihxion't” 

“Speaking in the abstract,” Don Paolo observed, “Don 
Benedetto’s reply would not appear fundamentally anti- 
Christian ” 

“But the Church is not an abstract society,” Don Girasole 
said “The Church is what it is It has nearly two thousand 
years behind it The Church is no longer a young lady who 
can commit acts of foolishness and indiscretion The Church 
is an old, a very old lady, full of dignity, respect, traditions, 
bounden rights and duties The Church was, of course, 
founded by Jesus, but after Him there were the apostles 
and generations upon generations of saints and popes The 
Church IS no longer a small, clandestine sect, but has a fol- 
lowing of millions and millions of human beings who look to 
it for protection ” 

“Sending them to war is a fine way of protecting them,” 
Don Paolo exclaimed “Besides, in the time of Jesus, the old 
Synagogue was also an old, a very old lady, with a long 
tradition of prophets, kings, lawgivers, and priests, and a 
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multitudinous following to protect Nevertheless Jesus did not 
treat it with much respect ” 

Don Girasole was still sitting over his untouched wine- 
glass He closed his eyes as if seized with a sudden weariness, 
and remained like that for several moments There was a 
blue transparency about the lids of his eves, and a light, 
nervous tremor ‘O God, O God, why do you torment me’” 
he murmured 

The sacristan returned and told Don Girasole that the 
women were still waiting for the rosary and the catechism 
boys had started to make a terrific row 

Don Girasole rose wearily to his feet and went towards the 
church, where the faithful were waiting Don Paolo went 
back towards his hotel 

On the way he came upon a noisy crowd outside the town 
hall Two peasants who had happened to come to the town 
because of a lawsuit had been recognized as natives ot Orta 
and had been set upon by about a hundred citizens of Fossa, 
half beggars and halt small tradespeople, who attacked them 
from every side with a most varied assortment of weapons 
A squad of carabinieri had had considerable difficulty in 
rescuing the two untortunates who were completely ignoiant 
of the cause of this sudden outburst of hatred, from the fury 
of the mob which continued to hurl the most terrible thieats 
at them from the public square, though they had now been 
safely locked up in the town hall Zabaglione, at the request 
of the authorities tried to calm the mob, but with scant ellcct 
Their wrath was not appeased until it was announced that 
the two peasants from Orta had been put under arrest and 
would be taken to prison as presumed accomplices of the 
author of the unp.itriotic writings on the walls 

At the entrance to the hotel Don Senofonte was loudly com- 
menting on this healthy popular reaction to the cowardly 
deed committed by the Mystery Man from the next village 
So the feelings aroused by the writings on the walls and by 
the measures taken by the authorities had crystallized into 
hatred of the stranger Don Paolo learned that a letter of 
loyalty to the dictatorship had been signed by all the un- 
employed who received the government soup at midday, and 
by their wives These facts perplexed him He had not ex- 
pected great positive results from the few words he had writ- 
ten on the walls but he had certainly not looked lor a sequel 
as discouraging as this All his plans for nocturnal, pyro- 
technic expeditions now seemed misguided He was driven 
this way and that pushed one way by his determination to 
do something, pulled another by a baflling reality that lured 
him on like a will-o’-the-wisp, and then snapped its fingers at 
him and eluded him His mind reverted to his talk with Don 
Girasole, and he promptly sent Bianchina to Rocca dei Marsi, 
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with a brief letter to Don Benedetto, signed with his initials 
only, in which he asked if he might visit him Bianchma 
came back with a note on which there was written a small, 
clear regular, perhaps shghtly tremulous handwriting 

tibi 

non nnte verso lene menun cado 
jamdudum apiid me eit, eripe le mo)ae' 

This was the first time he had seen his old schoolmaster’s 
handwriting since his student days, but he recognized it at 
once from his memory of the corrections written on his ex- 
ercise-books The message also reminded him somewhat of a 
school task, but the task was easy and the invitation cordial 
He left for Rocca towards evening, in a carriage hired for 
him by Bianchma 

The driver’s name was Pratolano 

“Are you from Pratola'^’’ the priest asked 

The man nodded his head 

“How long IS it since you left there?’’ 

“A year ” 

“Were you there at the time of the revolf^’’ 

The man nodded again 

The carnage passed through a belt of vineyards The 
grapes had only just been gathered The landscape was gen- 
tle, soft and warm relaxed 

“What are things like at Pratola now’’’ the priest asked 
“Just as they were before Just as they’ve always been ” 
“Anyway, the Pratolani manage to make themselves re- 
spected,” the priest plucked up courage to say The driver 
turned slowly round and looked at him 

“Those who opened their mouths now have them shut,” 
he said “They are either in the cemetery or m prison The 
others kept quiet befoie, and they keep quieter than ever 
now I tend to my own business ” 

Grapes were being pressed in a big container between two 
houses on the outskirts of Rocca Three women, holding 
their dresses above their knees, were treading the grapes with 
their bare feet, in a kind of slow dance 

“Are you going to see Don Benedetto, sir’” the man from 
Pratola asked 

“Do vou know him’” 

He shook his head, but said 
“They talk a lot about him ” 

“What do they say’” 

“They sav it only everyone were like him ” 

Don Paolo stopped the carriage in the little village square, 
told the driver to wait for him at a tavern took the bag he 
i“There has tor a long time been in my house for you a cask of 
old wine not >et opened Do not delay” — Horace, Book III, Ode 
XXLX, To Maecenas 
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had brought with hinv, and climbed the slope to where he 
saw Don Benedetto’s cottage and garden He dared not pre- 
sent himself to Don Benedetto dressed as a priest so he 
had brought a coat, a collar, a tie, and a hat with him 
That was all he needed to transform himself into a la>man 
The road was empty and winding and had a brier hedge on 
one side He stepped through a gap in the hedge and when he 
emerged a few minutes latci the transformation had taken 
place 

He found Don Benedetto waiting on the threshold of his 
cottage as if he had been expecting him to arrive at just that 
moment They shook hands and greeted each other, both 
slightly embarrassed by the emotion they felt The old man 
led the younger into the big room on the ground floor which 
was full of garden tools and books He made him sit m a big 
armchair by the fireplace and sat down next to him on a low 
stool He was bent with age and seemed much smaller than 
his former pupil The younger man tried to control his emo- 
tion and appear unconcerned 

“Behold the lost lamb that returns to its shepherd of its 
own accord,” he said with a laugh 

Don Benedetto looked with surprise at his guest’s prema- 
turely aged face He did not laugh but shook his head 

“Here, among us, one cannot tell who is the lost lamb,” 
he said, bitterly “One cannot tell wh.ch of us it is who really 
has need of the other’s pardon, which of us it is who really 
feels humiliated and afflicted in the other's presence It is 
sad, my friend, to make certain discoveries at my age It is 
not those who say Mass and call themselves the ministers of 
the Lord who are most faithful to Him in spirit ” 

Hearing the old man talk of God as in olden times, the 
young man feared he might be laboring under a wrong im- 
pression that would falsify the w'hole encounter Did the old 
man think he was still religious'?” 

“I lost my faith in God many years ago,” the young man 
said, and his voice changed “It was a religious impulse that 
led me into the revolutionary movement but once within 
the movement, 1 gradually rid my head of all religious prej- 
udices If any traces of religion are left in me, they aie not a 
help, but a hindrance to me now Perhaps it was the re- 
ligious education I received as a boy that made me a bad 
revolutionary, a revolutionary full of Icars, uncertainties, 
complexities On the other hand should I ever have become a 
revolutionary without if? Should I ever have taken life seri- 
ously'?” 

The old man smiled 

“It does not matter ” he said “In times of conspiratorial 
and secret struggle the Lord is obliged to hide Himself and 
assume pseudonyms Besides, and you know it, He docs not 
attach very much importance to His name, on the contrary, 
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at the very beginning of His Commandment He ordained 
that His II ime should not be taken in vain Might not the 
ideal ot social justice that animates the masses today be one 
ol the pseudonyms the Lord is using to tiee Himself from the 
control ol the chuiches and the banks^” 

The idea ot God Almighty being lorced to go about under 
a false passpoit amused the voungcr man gicatlv He looked 
at his old schoolmaster in astonishment and suddenly saw 
him m a very dilTeicnt light from the image of him that he 
had preserved duiing the long years since they had last met 
Certainly he was much nearer to him now but the thought of 
the pains and toimcnts the old man must have gone through, 
abandoned and alone, to reach this point saddened him and 
made him silent 

‘1 live heie with mv sister, between my garden and my 
books,” the old man said For some time now, all my let- 
ters have been opened by the censor My books and papers 
arrive late or get lost on the wav 1 pav no visits and receive 
few, and most oL them are disagreeable All the same I am 
aware ot many things that go on, and they fill me with con- 
sternation The Church has made religion a drug for the poor 
people What belongs to God is given to Cassar, and what 
ought to be left to Catsar is given to God The spirit of the 
Lord has abandoned the Church which has become a formal, 
conventional, mateialistic institution, obsessed with worldly 
and caste worries [t was to such a Church that the Baptist 
spoke the words 'O generation of vipers, who hath warned 
you to flee from the wiath to come'’ I was summoned to 
Rome to be reproved and threatened The few days I spent 
there were decisive in my mental life The impression the 
papal court makes upon one is Oriental sycophancy, of mani- 
fest and pompous sovereignty Wherever I went I was re- 
ceived with rudeness and irony by young prelates promoted 
to high rank through the influence of banker or landlord 
uncles Old acquaintances refused to receive me for tear of 
compiornising themselves In my absence my luggage was ran- 
sacked and notebooks and papers were stolen If I asked 
those prelates what they thought of the war that was about 
to break out between two Christian peoples, they fled as if 
from the presence of an agent provocateur If one of them, 
after looking carefully all about him, dared to reply at all, he 
would talk in sibylline words ‘From one point of view it is 
true that so-and-so is the case,’ he would say ‘But from an- 
other point of view it IS also true that such-and-such must be 
taken into account Nor must it be foi gotten that so-and- 
so And It must be admitted that such-and-such 

From which our attitude is pcitcctly clear’ In the face of all 
this poltroonciy, all this concern lor miserable material ad- 
vantages, I started asking myself Where then is the Lord? 
Why hiis He abandoned us'’ 
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“That IS a very pertinent question ” the young man said 
“Where is the Lord'? If He is not a human invention, but an 
objective spiritual reality, the beginning and the end of all the 
rest where is He now?” 

His voice was not that of an atheist, but that of a dis- 
appointed lover 

Marta, the old man’s sister came in to greet the young man 
She put two glasses and a jug of red wine on the table, and 
went back to her room 

“There is an old story that must be called to mind every 
time the existence of the Lord is doubted ’ the old man went 
on “It IS written perhaps vou will remember, that at a mo- 
ment of great distress Elijah asked the Lord to let him die, 
and the Lord summoned him to a mountain And there arose 
a great and mighty wind that struck the mountain and split 
the rocks, but the Lord was not in the wind And alter the 
wind the earth was shaken by an earthquake but the Lord 
was not in the earthquake And after the earthquake there 
arose a great fiie but the Lord was not in the fire But after- 
wards, in the silence, there was a still small voice like the 
whisper of branches moved by the evening breeze, and that 
still small voice, it is written was the Lord ” 

Meanwhile a breeze had arisen m the garden, and the door 
of the room in which the two men were sitting cre.iked and 
swung open The young man shuddered The old m.in placed 
his hand on his shoulder and said, with a laugh, ‘ Do not be 
afraid You have nothing to fear” 

He got up and closed the door 

“So I asked myself where is the Lord and why has He 
abandoned us"?” he went on “The loud-speakers proclaiming 
the outbreak of the war in all the market-places were cei- 
tainly not the Lord The bells that rang to summon the 
ragged and hungry crowds round the loud-speakers weie cer- 
tainly not the Lord The shelling of African villages and the 
bombing raids of which the papers tell us every dav are cei- 
tamly not the Lord But if a poor man, alone in his village 
gets up at night and takes a piece ot chalk oi charcoal and 
writes on the village walls ‘Down with the war' Long live Ihc 
brotherhood of all peoples' Long live libcitv’’ behind that 

poor man there is the Lord In his contempt for the dangers 

that threaten him, in the secret love he nourishes for our so- 
called African enemies in his love of liberty, there is an 
echo of the Lord Thus, when I read in the papers ol bishops 
being tried in the courts for smuggling money and behaving 
before the judges like trauduicnt merchants caught red- 
handed, and when I read in the same paper of workmen being 
condemned to death for having claimed the liberty of their 
own consciences, even if those workmen consider themselves 
atheists 1 have no need of much reflection before deciding 

on which Side the Lord is Now you can imagine what it 
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means to make such a discovery at my age, at the age of 
seventy-five, almost on the brink of the tomb, when a man 
turns back to contemplate the road he has traveled and make 
an audit of his past life A barren audit' And it I then avert 
my gaze from myself and consider my former pupils as a 
whole, I have still greater reason to consider mvself a failure 
A tree is judged by its fruit and a teacher by his pupils ” 

The reverence and admiration that the young man had al- 
ways preserved for his old schoolmaster now yielded to such 
a lively feeling of tenderness and affection that he got up 
and embraced him 

“I used to console myself a little by thinking of you, but I 
was mistaken ” the old man went on “You have yourself re- 
minded me that the good yon have done in vour life was not 
because of vour education, but against it and m spite of it ” 

The young man remained a little peiplexed, and then he 
answered 

“We have not seen each other for fifteen years, and per- 
haps after this we shall never see each other again You are 
an old man, and I am ill and the times are hard Let us, 
then, try not to waste the precious minutes left to us m 
mutual compliments I am sincerely convinced that 1 am no 
better than an> of my school-fellows I am also convinced 
that the society m which we live has reached such a state of 
putrefaction that it is bound to contaminate anyone who does 
not completely break with it I have had a better fate than 
my school-fellows because at the nght time, and helped by 
a senes of circumstances, I broke with it If 1 had remained 
within It I should have run the risk of ending up like them 
Instead, I live outside the law I live under a false name In 
my pocket, in case I have to flee, I have a foreign passport 
I certainly run risks on the material plane, the danger of 
prison, the possibility of toiturc, and, if it came to the 
worst, the possibility of being shot But m exchange for that I 
live secure from compromise A few days ago I saw Dr 
Nunzio Sacca He certainly used to be no worse than I, but 
what a wretched state he is reduced to now' We have reached 
a point at which it can be said that only he can save his 
soul who is prepared to throw it away” 

“There is no other salvation than that ” the old man said 
“Poor Nunzio has now realized his family’s fondest di earns 
He was appointed director of the government hospital a few 
days ago What intrigues he had to descend to what humilia- 
tions he had to submit to, what fairytales he had to tell, to 
establish his political orthodoxy and eliminate the other can- 
did itcs' He came to me after his first encounter with 

you, at Acquafredda last spring He described the internal 
ciisis he went through, almost in the words that you have 
just used He said ‘In a dictatorial regime, how can one 
practice a profession that depends on government good-wiU 
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and remain an honest man"^ Spina is lucky to be out of it’ ” 
“I saw Concettino m the distance at Fossa on mobilization 
day,” the young man said “He, too, has adapted himself 
and made a cai eer ” 

“Not only that,” the old man said, “but he now makes 
speeches on behalf of the war and adorns them with Latin 
quotations Thus mv instruction has at least sci\ed for some- 
thing Now he has tclt himself obliged to leave as a volun- 
teer for Africa ‘They are all going so I’ve got to go, too,’ he 
said to me He’s a kind of obligatory voluntcci ” 

“Have \ou news of the others'’” the young man asked 
“What has happened to Antonio Speianza’” 

“He used to have a piovision shop but it faded, it seems 
not altogether honorably ” the old man said “Now he has 
volunteered, but he has not vet been accepted ” 

“What has happened to Verdone^” 

“He IS still a minor official in a tax office But he hopes 
to become the head of an office during the war There is 
certainly a great future for his profession If Italy wins the 
war, what else will she be able to do but set up a magnifi- 
cent tax-codecting organization^” 

“The Abvssinians are poor, and very bad payers,” the 
young man observed ' What about Battista Lo Patto^” 

“Concettino Ragu says he is absolutely unbeatable at scien- 
tific scopone ” the old man said “Perhaps that is the reason 
why they have made him head ot a syndicate ” 

“A syndicate of workers or employers'^” 

"I do not know and in any case it amounts to the same 
thing, a government syndicate So now he will be able to go 
on playing scopone and draw a salary at the end of the month 
as well ” 

“What has happened to Di Pretoro'^ Is he still with the 
railway‘d” 

‘ He was dismissed a long time ago because of his Socialist 
views He is now reduced to living in his village where he 
has married a dicssmakcr He is no longer interested in So- 
cialism but IS sent to prison every now and then in memory 
of his former opinions He was arrested on mobilization day, 
and does not seem to have been released yet ” 

“What about Don PiccirillF” 

“He used to be a parish priest near here, but at the be- 
ginning of the new scholastic year the bishop appointed him 
a teacher at the seminary He has thus achieved his ambition 
What he is capable ot teaching 1 do not know Gvmnastics, 
perhaps He too of course now makes speeches in favor of 
the war and adorns them with Latin quotations Thus he 
maintains that this is not a war but a crusade tor the paci- 
fication of Africa a struggle for true peace Roman peace 
These, then, Piccirilli, Concettino, Verdonc Antonio Sper- 
anza, Battista Lo Patto, are the fruit of my tree ” 
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“A tree may have good fruit,” the younger man said, “but 
before it ripens a robber may come and steal it, or hail may 
fall and destroy it, or worms may gnaw at it and taint it 
When we left school no one could foresee that our destiny 
would be as hard as it has been But to talk of destiny is no 
doubt an exaggeration ” 

The old man refilled his glass, and held it up against the 
light to test its clarity, because it was from a new barrel Then 
he slowlv drew it to his lips and sipped it 

“Each one of us has within himself his own thief, or his 
own worm or his own hail ” he said ‘ Circumstances can 
only help them One must frankly admit that in the post-war 
years the circumstances were ideal for the thieves, worms, 
and hail that each one of us carries about within him But 
that does not absolve any of us of responsibility ” 

“f watched a papular demonstration at Fossa on the oc- 
casion of the outbreak of war,” the young man said ‘ It al- 
most made me afraid to see a whole crowd tall a prey to the 
most primitive instincts The poor peasants believe in the 
Leader as in an all-powerful wizard, the priests believe in 
him as the Man of Providence ” 

“If the priests allow themselves to be deceived, it is their 
own fault,” the old man interrupted “They have been wained 
for two thousand years They were told that many would 
come m the name of Providence and seduce the people that 
theie would be talk of wars and rumors of wars They were 
told that all this would come to pass but that the end would 
be not yet They were told that nation would rise up against 
nation and kingdom against kingdom, that there would be 
famines and pestilences and earthquakes in divers places, but 
that all these things would not be the end but the beginning 
The Christians were warned a long time ago Many will be 
horiified and many will betray And if some one (even if it is 
the Pope himself) says ‘Here is a Man of Providence' There 
is a Man of Providence'’ we must not believe him We have 
been warned False prophets and false saviors shall rise and 
shall show great signs and wonders, and shall deceive many 
We could not demand a plainer warning It many have for- 
gotten It, It will not change anything of that which will come 
to pass The destiny of their Man of Providence has already 
been written Ijilrcibil iil viilpis, regnabit lit leo, morieliir Lit 
cams He will come in like a fox, reign like a lion, and die 
like a dog ” 

“What a wonderful language Latin is'” the young man ex- 
claimed 

“I often wonder what I ought to do,” the old man went 
on “At the age of seventy-five one can change one’s ideas, 
but not one’s habits A retired life is the only one that suits 
my character Even when I was young I lived very much 
apart I always kept aloof from politics because of my repug- 
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nance to vulgarity Taste and an ssthetic education always 
withheld me from action Besides my aversion to the present 
state of things is not political It is not as a voter but as a 
man that 1 find this society intolerable And then I ask myself 
what I am to do I look around me and see very little that 
I can do Among my panshioners' Nothing Those among 
them whom I know personally avoid me now and are fright- 
ened of meeting me In the last fifty vears every priest who 
has left the Church has done so because ot some scandalous 
infraction of the rule of celibacv That is sufficient to give an 
idea of the spiritual condition of oiii clcrgv If the news 
were spread in the diocese that another priest one Don Bene- 
detto, of Rocca del Marsi had abandoned the priesthood, the 
first explanation that would naturallv occur to the faithful 
would be that yet another priest had eloped with his house- 
maid I mav also tell you that the only reason why I go on 
celebrating Mass is because I respect the simple souls about 
me and dislike to shock people uselessly What am I to do'^” 

Comparing his own mind with that of the old man, the 
young one found some deep harmonies between the two. the 
existence ot which he had not suspected before He plucked 
up courage and revealed his own bewilderment, described his 
own disappointments, his vain efforts to find some form of 
action that would rouse men’s minds, his discovery at Pie- 
trasecca of the peasants’ indifference to all forms of prop- 
aganda, his recent conversation with the man from Pratola, 
revealing the sterility of many acts of violence What was he 
to do’? 

Both now remained silent Pupil and master were m the 
same quandary Two lives, so different h.id converged 

“One must be careful not to be led astray in the heat of 
the struggle of the artificial, the deceptive, the abstract.” the 
old man said “One must be caretiil not to ch.ase apparent 
success The evil I see around me is deeper than politics It 
ts a canker You cannot heal a putrefying corpse with warm 
poultices There is the class struggle, the town and the coun- 
try, but underlying all these things there is a man a poor, 
weak, terrified animal The canker has penetrated to his mar- 
row ” 

The younger man was in an exceptional state of receptivity 
He listened to the old man hung on his words for a sugges- 
tion, waited for guidance and advice The old man felt this, 
and suddenly his words became more cautious 

“What then is to be done"? ’ the voung man asked again 

“In different measure and in different ways I have passed 
through the same experiences as you, ’ the old man said “I 
tried arguing with some of my former pupils, I took the 
trouble of refuting point by point the ideology of the dicta- 
torship, that obscene hash of inanities concocted out of the 
spurious erudition of a handful of drunken doctors and pro- 
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pounded in the name of the State It took me a long time to 
find out that I was wasting my time, because those to whom 
I spoke did not take the nonsense seriously themselves Never- 
theless they are faithful servants of the dictatorship, they 
compete desperately for the honors it has to bestow, and out- 
do each other in acts of devotion to it at every opportunit\ 
Even in the Marsica there have been isolated acts of violence, 
dictated by despair They have not, however, reanimated the 
weak On the contrary, they have only made them more in- 
timidated than ever ” 

The old man stopped, and the younger man waited for 
him to go on He remembered his school days, when the 
master had given his pupils a too difficult problem and re- 
fused to help them solve it “If you don’t know, why should 
I know'^’’ he said, with pretended seriousness But this time 
the master was also at a loss The old man and the young 
were at the same point What was to be done‘s 

“What our country lacks is not the critical spirit,” the old 
man went on “And it is often not without anonymous acts 
of violence either Perhaps what it lacks is men There are 
malcontents and there are perpetrators of violence, but Men 
are lacking I, too, ask myself what is to be done’’ I am 
convinced that it would be a waste of time to show a people 
of intimidated slaves a different manner of speaking, a differ- 
ent manner of gesticulating but perhaps it would be worth 
while to show them a different way of living No word and 
no gesture can be more persuasive than the life, and, if nec- 
essary, the death, of a man who strives to be free loyal, just, 
sincere, disinterested, a man who shows what a man can be ” 

The old man talked of a visit he had paid to Orta, the 
young man’s native place 

“The people there talk of you, though they do not know 
what you are saying or what you are doing They think of 
you because you represent a different race of men, a different 
wav of living, and, since you were born among them, you 
represent what every young man at Orta might become ” 

“Is that enough'?” the young man asked “I do not think it 
is enough ” 

“For the time being I do not see anything else,” the old 
man said “One must respect time Every season has its own 
work There is the season for pruning the vines, the season 
for spraying them, the season for preparing the barrels, the 
season for gathering and pressing the grapes It m spring, 
when the vines are being tied to the stakes, some one passes 
by and says ‘It is not worth while doing that, because if the 
barrels are bad the wine will be spoiled, the first thing to do 
IS to attend to the barrels,’ you can answer him and say 
‘Every season has its own work This is not the season for 
cleaning out the barrels, but tor pruning the vines and tying 
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them to the stakes Let me, therefore, remove the useless 
branches from the vines, let me prune and tie them to the 
stakes’ ” 

Marta came in to bid the young man good-night before she 
went to bed The young man rose and said good-by to Don 
Benedetto, too, because it had grown late and the carnage 
was waiting for him at one of the village inns Before he left 
he wrote an addiess on a piece of paper, put it in an envelope, 
and gave it to the old man 

“I expect to go back to Rome in a week’s time,” he said 
“Here is my address for the next few days, in case you 
should have need of me ” 

The man from Pratola was waiting for Don Paolo with 
his carriage at the bottom of the hill The priest had changed 
back into clerical garb and took his place without speaking 
“How IS Don Benedetto‘S ’ the driver asked 
“Very well ’’ 

“If only everyone were like him'” 

The great hollow of the Fucino was dotted all round with 
lights, as in a fairv tale A north wind was blowing from 
Pescma and the plain seemed to be swelling like an inlet of 
the sea 

When Don Paolo reached his hotel he found Bianchina in 
his room, sewing and mending in the midst of a heap of 
washing, which was spread all over the chairs and the bed 
“That’s my outfit tor going abioad ” she said “Tm mend- 
ing some old chemises my aunt gave me I’m putting my 
initials on everything It would be absurd to go to Pans with- 
out ray initials on everything ” 

“Are you thinking of going to Paris'^” the priest asked 
“Didn’t you promise to take me with yoiD’ the girl leplied 
“You’re quite right, so I did,” Don Paolo admitted “J had 
completely forgotten it But 1 must tell you that 1 no longer 
wish to go there now ” 

The girl had been thinking of the journey every day, and 
working at her outfit every night Not only W'as she bitterly 
disappointed, but she was furious with Don Paolo for for- 
getting to tell her that he had changed his mind and letting 
her go on dreaming about Pans 

“Why don’t you take me seriously"^” she grumbled at him 
“I don’t take you seriously because you are a little fool,” 
the priest was thoughtless enough to reply 

This caused her to burst out crying She sat down on the 
floor and covered her aunt’s chemises with tears Don Paolo 
was annoyed, but let her go on weeping, and waited for her 
to go away so that he could go to bed When the tears were 
on the point of ceasing Bianchina, between one lament and 
the next, promised to be a good girl, but insisted on being 
told whether she really deserved to be insulted hkc that 
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“Why am I a fooP” she said “Please tell me why I am 
a fool Is it because I go with men? Or because I’m not mar- 
ried yef^’’ 

“Have you ever thought of working’” the priest asked her 

“What has work got to do with it’” 

“Working IS not a certain way of becoming a serious per- 
son, but it often helps,” the priest replied 

Bianchina was disappointed Was that the only reason why 
he thought her a fool’ 

Next day she raised the subject again In the end she 
seemed convinced She decided to go to Rome Don Paolo 
gave her the money for the journey and two letters One was 
to the wife of the political prisoner, Chelucci, asking her to 
help Bianchina find some kind of work The other was to be 
delivered to Romeo by Chelucci’s wife It was written in 
lemon juice, announcing his early return to Rome and asking 
Romeo to find him a safe place to stay 
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Chapter XI 


Don PAOLO wfni to pietrasecca for a few days, intend- 
ing to remain just long enough for Romeo to find him a safe 
place to stay in Rome One evening he kept Matalena company 
on the ground floor of the mn while she prepared the flour 
for baking At Pietrasecca bread was baked once a tortnight 
in a communal oven, breadmaking was a rite with rigid 
rules Matalena had covered her hair with a cloth, rather like 
a nun’s veil and was passing the flour through a sieve over 
an open bin She was separating the white flour from the 
chaff, and the fine flour from the ordinary flour The chaff 
was used for the pigs and chickens, the ordinary flour for 
bread, and the fine flour tor pastry The woman’s face and 
hands were powdered with flour dust raised by the rhythmi- 
cal movement ot the sieve Americo on his knees before the 
hearth, wept copiously while lighting the green w'ood under- 
neath a caldron in which potatoes were to be cooked They 
were to be added to the flour to make the bicad heavier and 
more filling Don Paolo looked on in silence, thinking of how 
the bread was made in his own home at Orta, of the care 
and assiduity with which his mother carried out every detail 
of the ceremony, first of all making the sign of the Cross 
He remembered the voice of the baker’s wife calling out in 
the night from the street — the first call for the yeast needed 
to make the dough ferment, the second call tor the prepara- 
tion of the loaves, and the third call for taking the trays to 
the communal oven 

Matalena stopped shaking her sieve when an unknown 
young man, who appeared to be something between a peasant 
and a workman, entered the inn and asked for Don Paolo 
He handed Don Paolo a note It consisted of a few words 
written in Don Benedetto’s fine, tremulous handwriting 

"Ecce homo, my friend,” it said “Behold a poor man who 
has need of you, perhaps you also have need of him Hear 
him to the end ” 

The young man seemed surprised and embarrassed on see- 
ing Don Paolo He made as if to go away, but stopped and 
apologized 

“Don Benedetto told me he was sending me to a man m 
whom I could have full confidence To teU the truth, I did 
not expect to find a priest,” he said 

Don Paolo took the young man upstairs to his room and 
sat down by his side 
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“If you have come to me as one goes to a priest,” he said, 
“quite frankly I should have told you to apply elsewhere But 
if you can forget my priest’s clothing and regard me solely 
as a man, a man like yourself, who knows’’ Perhaps Don 
Benedetto ma> have been right m sending a poor man like 
you to me How long have you known him’’” 

“We belong to the same village,” the young man said 
“Every family at Rocca knows every other Everybody knows 
everything or almost everything, about everybody else If you 
see somebody going out, you know where he is going If you 
see him coming home you know where he has been My 
family has a vineyard next to Don Benedetto’s garden, half- 
way up the hill above the village We draw water from his 
pond when we spray our vines, and he uses our stakes for his 
tomatoes, beans and peas My mother always consulted him 
about my education His advice may not always have been 
right, but his intentions were He has always liked me, ever 
since I was a child ” 

As the young man spoke, his features became better de- 
fined True, at first sight, he looked half a workman and 
half a peasant, particularly because of his patched and shabby 
clothing the many earthy scratches on his hands and face, 
and his unruly and untidy hair But, looked at more closely, 
his eyes were exceptionally lively and intelligent, and his 
ways were modest and polite And he did not talk in dialect, 
but in Correct and fluent Italian The confidence both men had 
in Don Benedetto drew them together The young man started 
telling his life storv 

“When I was a boy I was weak and delicate,” he said, 
“and 1 was an only son, besides For that reason my mother 
decided I should not grow up to till the soil ‘All our fore- 
fathers tilled the soil,’ my mother said, ‘and we always re- 
mained where we were We have raked, dug sown, fertilized 
the soil for countless generations, and always remained poor 
Let us make this son study He is not strong and needs an 
easy life ’ My father was against this ‘The earth is hard but 
safe,’ he said ‘Education is for the sons of gentlemen And 
we have no influence to help us ’ Our influence was Don 
Benedetto ‘Since the lad is well-disposed to study, let him 
study,’ he said He helped my mother with his advice As 
long as I was at the lower school my family could still con- 
sider themselves well off Besides the vineyard, my father 
owned two fields, on which he grew corn and vegetables, and 
he had a cowshed with four cows The money for my school- 
ing never came regularly but it came During my three years 
at the upper school my family’s position went from bad to 
woise There were two bad harvests and my father was taken 
ill with pleurisy and on top of that there was the heavy ex- 
pense ot my education My father had to sell one of hts fields 
to pay his debts Two cows were taken ill and died, and the 
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two others were sold at market and the cowshed was let 
‘It doesn t matter,’ my mother said ‘When our son has fin- 
ished his examinations he will be able to help us ’ Thiee >ears 
ago I passed the state examinations and in October I went to 
Rome where I matriculated in the tacult\ ot arts M\ mother 
did not know where to turn to find the money to keep me in 
Rome until I took my degree ” 

“Why did you choose the faculty of arts^” Don Paolo asked 
“It doesn’t offer the best prospects for earning a living ’ 

“Don Benedetto thought I had moie talent for arts than 
for science,’’ the young man answered ‘ In his mind that set- 
tled the question At Rome I started a life ot great hardship 
I lived in a room with no fight At midday mv only nourish- 
ment was coffee and bread, and in the evening I had soup I 
lived in perpetual hunger I was oddly clothed I had no 
friends My provincial appearance meant that w'hen I tried 
approaching other students they laughed at mo and made 
stupid jokes about me Tw'O or three incidents like that were 
sufficient to make me shver than ever I often used to weep 
with rage and mortification in my little room 1 resigned my- 
self to a life of solitude I felt ill at ease in the noisv. vulgar, 
cynical student world after the atmosphere of warm affection 
m which I had grown up at Rocca What most of the stu- 
dents were interested in was sport and politics because both 
provide frequent opportunities lor collective rowdincss I 
cared nothing for football or for politics, and understood less 
One day I witnessed a typical piece of student rowdiness I 
was in a tram About a dozen students ot my faculty started 
beating a young workman in the middle of the street, till the 
blood flowed I remember the scene very well The workman 
lay on the ground in the ro.idway, with his bleeding head on 
the tram line, while the students stood all around him and 
kicked him and beat him with sticks He didn't salute the 
flag,’ they shouted Some policeman arrived and congratulated 
them on their patriotic action and arrested the injured man 
A big crowd gathered but kept completely silent I remained 
alone inside the stationary tram What cowardice, I muttered 
to my'self A dozen youths against a single, defenseless man' 
I heard some one whisper behind me, ‘Yes, it’s shameful ’ It 
was the conductor That was all wc said to each other that 
day, but as he was otten on duty on the line that went down 
my street, we saw each other every now and then and got 
into the habit of greeting each other as though we knew 
each other 

“One day we happened to meet in the street It was his 
day off We shook hands and went to a tavern and had a 
glass of wine We told each othei our life stories, and made 
friends He invited me to his home, where I met other peo- 
ple, nearly all of the same age These people, five of them in 
all, constituted a ‘group,’ and these gatherings were the 

205 



‘group meetings ’ These were strange and new things to me 
The tramway man proposed me and I was admitted to the 
group I started attending the weekly meetings regularly Be- 
cause of the lonely hfc I had been leading, these were the 
first personal contacts with townsmen that I had As 1 was a 
student the other members ol the group who were workers 
and artisans, were favorably disposed towards me My purely 
human pleasure in these meetings kept me from realizing at 
first the importance and gravity of the step 1 had taken At 
the meetings we read badlv punted little papers and pam- 
phlets, which spoke ot tyianny with hatred and of the revolu- 
tion as a ceitain, inevitable, and imminent event which would 
re-establish fraternity and justice among mankind We in- 
dulged m a kind of weekly dream, a secret and forbidden 
dream, which made us foigct the wretchedness of our every- 
day life It was like taking part in the occult iitcs ot a secret 
religion There was no link between us apart from these 
weekly meetings, and it by chance we met m the street we 
pretended not to recognize each other 

“One morning on leaving my house, 1 was arrested by two 
policemen I was taken to the central police station, put m a 
room tull of more policemen, and for a whole hour my ears 
weie boxed and I was spat upon Perhaps 1 might have borne 
more violent blows more easily than the treatment I actually 
received When the door opened and the official who was to 
question me came in mv face and chest were Iiteiallv cov- 
ered with spittle The official rebuked, or pretended to re- 
buke, his subordinates, he let me wash and dry my clothes, 
and took me to his office He said he had studied my case 
with benevolence and understanding He knew that 1 lived in 
a little room, he knew the dairy where I took my midday 
coffee and the inn where I went for my soup in the evening 
He had detailed information about my family, and knew of 
the dilhculties which made it doubtful whether 1 should be 
able to continue my studies But he said he could only make 
suimiscs concerning the impulse that had led me into the 
revolutionary groups He said the impulse was not m itself 
a repiehensible thing On the contrary, he said, youth was by 
nature generous and aspiring ‘Alas it it were not so'’ he 
added But it was the role of the police, an unv clcome 
role perhaps but a socially necessary one to keep a close 
watch on the dreams and generous impulses of >outh ’’ 
In short ” Don Paolo interrupted ‘ he suggested you should 
enter the service of the police And what did vou replv'^’’ 

Matalena appeared at the door and said supper was ready 
Should she lav tor two' 

“I am not hungry this evening ” the priest said 

He lose from his scat and lav on the bed because he was 
tiled The voLing man resumed his story At first Don Paolo 
barely hcaid what he said, he was almost deafened by a sud- 
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den pounding of his heart and a loud humming m his ears 
The \oung man conlimicd in a wearv voice 

‘I Was given a bundled liic to pd\ tor my room, and in 
exchange 1 wrote a short leport, m the form of an academic 
essav on How a group woiks what its members read and 
what Its aspiiations are The official lead it and praised it 
‘It IS reallv well written he said and I w is pioud that he 
was pleased with me I undeitook: to remain in contact vvith 
him in return lor a salary of five hundicd hie a month This 
enabled me to have soup at middav as well as in the evening 
and to go to the cinema on Saturdav nights One day the of- 
ficial gave me a packet of cigai cites as well I had never 
smoked in mv lite but I learned how to out ot politeness ” 

“And what did you write in vour next reports’ ' Don Paolo 
asked 

“Mv next reports were quite general in nature too and 
that made him start grumbling I alwavs sent him copies of 
the literature distiibuted in the groups, hut th it didn’t satisfy 
him, no doubt he received the same things from other sources 
Eventually he advised me to change m\ group and enter a 
more interesting one I had no difficulty in doing so because 
as soon as I said t would like to be transferred to a group in 
which there were other ‘intellectuals,’ my friends agreed In 
the new group I joined I met a girl a dressmaker, and made 
friends with her and vve became fond of each other at once 
She was the first woman I had ever known and what a 
woman' Very soon we w'erc inseparable It was with her that 
I began to feel the first remorse, it was with her that I first 
caught a glimpse of a clean, honest and disinterested w'a\ of 
life I had never believed in the possibility ot such a thing be- 
fore Thus mv group life led to a deepening of my moral sen- 
sibility but at the same time I was digging an insuperable 
abyss between mv outward and mv secret life 

“There were davs when 1 minagcd to foiget my seciet, 
when I worked tor the group with devotion and enthusiasm, 
translated and typed whole chapters of revolutionary novels 
sent us from abroad and stuck piopagandi le.illets on the 
walls at night But t was onlv deceiving mvself When my 
comrades in the new gioup admired me tor mv activity and 
courage, they onlv reminded me that in realitv I was betray- 
ing and deceiving them and then I tried to shun them and 
avoid their presence Besides I said to myselt, 1 too have the 
right to live I received no more money from home When I 
was hungry, or had no money to pay my rent at the end of 
the month 1 forgot all mv qualms I could not see any other 
way I decided that politics was grotesque — nothing but an 
aitificiil sirugglc between rival degenerates What did it all 
have to do with me, 1 told mxsclf I should ccrtainlv have 
prefeired to live in peace, eat three or four meals a day go 
to the university, practice a profession, and let both the ‘ne- 
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cessity of imperial expansion’ on the one hand and ‘economic 
democracy’ on the other go to the devil, but unfortunately it 
was impossible I had no money for either food or rent But 
all my c\nical arguments along these lines collapsed when I 
was with my girl We were desperately in love In my eyes she 
did not represent a different kind of politics a different way 
of arguing, as a matter of fact she argued very little, but 
generally kept silent and willingly listened to others, she rep- 
resented much more a way of existing, a way of living, a way 
of giving oneself in an unparalleled pure and human man- 
ner I became unable to think of life without her for she was 
more than a woman, she was a flame and a light, the con- 
crete proof of the possibility of living on this earth honestly, 
cleanly, disinterestedly, striving wholeheaitedly for human 
truth and justice Mv spiritual life seemed to have begun 
only at the moment 1 met her But in her presence, in the 
face of her ingenuous faith in me, how could 1 not remember 
that I was deceiving and betraying'^ Thus oui love was poi- 
soned at the roots Being with her, although I loved her so 
much was a torment an insupportable pretense ” 

Don Paolo recalled the numerous cases of political de- 
nunciation he had known in his party life A clandestine or- 
ganization in a country under the heel of a dictatorship is 
continualh engaged in a blind and desperate stiuggle against 
police infiltration But Don Paolo had always pictured the 
informer in a somewhat conventional and uniform manner 
For the first time he saw before him the writhing soul of a 
poor man in whom everything human and decent had been 
soiled tarnished, and trampled underfoot 

“Why didn t you break with the police'^’’ Don Paolo asked 
“Several times I tried to disappear,” the voung man con- 
tinued “Once 1 changed my address but 1 was easily traced 
For some time 1 tried to quiet my conscience by sending the 
police harmless, false or reticent reports That was at a lime 
when my mother had started sending me a little money again 
everv month I tried to deceive the police by saying I had 
been excluded fiom the group because my comrades no 
longer trusted me But the police had other informers who 
were easily able to prove the opposite In the end I became 
obsessed with the idea that my position was irremediable I 
felt I was damned and that nothing could be done It was mv 
destiny, from which there was no escape 1 do not wish now 
to make myself out as less ugly than 1 was I do not wish 
to make mv case more pitiful I wish to present mvself in all 
my hideous nakedness The truth is this The fcai ot being 
tound out was stronger in me than remorse 1 siid to m\selt 
What will my giil say it she discovers 1 am a traitor‘s 
What will mv friends sav'^ I was obsessed wuth the fear of 
being found out I trembled at the danger to my reputation, 
not at the evil I was doing And every whcic about me I saw 
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the image of my own fear It is well known that the police 
have their informers in every section of every big factory, in 
every bank, m every big office In every block of flats the 
porter is by law, a stool pigeon of the police In every pro- 
fession, m every club in every syndicate, the police have 
their ramifications Their informers are legion, whether they 
work for a miserable pittance or whether their only incentive 
IS the hope of advancement in their careers This state of 
affairs spreads suspicion and distrust throughout all classes 
of the population On this degradation of man into a fright- 
ened animal, who quivers with fear and hates his neighbor in 
his fear, and watches him betrays him, sells him and then 
lives in fear of discovery, the dictatorship is based He who 
has had the misfortune to succumb to this shame is con- 
demned to wishing that the dictatorship may endure At the 
bottom of his humiliated hc.art he h.ates it mortally, but he 
dreads its disappearance, for then everything will be known 
and he will be found out He is bound to his own shame by a 
chain of fear Perhaps some element of these conditions exists 
within the framework of every stale, but never before has a 
regime been built on the corruption of its morally weakest 
citizens and their accomplice, fear The real organization on 
which the present system in this country is based is the secret 
manipulation of fear As long as I remained at Rome I was 
Its prisoner I knew that I was watched by the police, that 
they no longer trusted me So I stayed away from mv friends, 
m order to avoid being compelled to denounce them The 
police threatened me with arrest should I be m contact with 
my suspects without at once informing them I had a mad 
fear of arrest I tried to live as far as possible m solitude 
Every encounter with mv girl was agony In spite ot it she 
was always patient gentle affectionate We celebrated Christ- 
mas Day last year in a restaurant outside the gates ” 

Don Paolo went on listening to the painful story he already 
knew He heard every detail over again — the unusually happy 
lunch, the invitation to go home with the girl the buying of 
the flowers, fruit sweets and Marsala, the arris al of the po- 
hce, the hiding on the roof, the long wait But the young 
man did not finish the story He hid his tace in his hands 
and started weeping like a child 

“I came home ” he said when he was able to continue, 
“and told mv parents the doctor had advised me to return 
to my native climate I spent the whole winter at home, with- 
out seeing anybody Sometimes I went to see Don Benedetto, 
who gave me books to read In the spring I started w'orking 
with my father weeding the cornfields pruning the vines, 
digging and threshing I worked as long as I could stand erect 
until my very bones seemed to bend inside of me I worked 
to the point of physical collapse In the evening immediately 
after supper, 1 would go straight to bed, and every morning 
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I woke mv father at dawn He looked at me admiringly and 
said one could see I came of country stock ‘Who comes from 
the soil cannot free himself trom the soil,’ he said But he 
who comes from the countrv and has lived in a city is neither 
peasant nor townsman Memory ot the city of my girl of 
the group of the police was like a gaping wound a wound 
that still bled and had become gangrenous and threatened to 
poison the whole ot my life My motner said that the air ot 
the city had ruined me and put sadness in mv blood ‘Let me 
work I told her perhaps work will cure me ’ But even in 
the fields the lovely image of mv girl would haunt me How 
could I forget all that 1 had learned from hei ’ After glimps- 
ing the possibility of another life that w'ould be clean, honest, 
and courageous after that frank communion with another 
and those lovely dreams of a better humanity how could I 
reconcile myself to lite m a village' But on the other hand, 
how could I undo w'hat I had done’ In my solitary brooding, 
which left me not a moment s peace I passed from dread of 
being punished to dread of not being punished I began to be 
obsessed with the idea that I was haunted bv the evil I had 
done onlv because there was a possibility of my being found 
out I started w'ondering whether mv situation wouldn t be 
more tolerable if I could find an improsed technique that 
would enable me to betray my friends without running any 
risk of eventual exposure 

“At heart I had never believed in God I was baptized, con- 
firmed, received communion, like everybody else but 1 had 
never reallv believed in the realitv of God Consequently at 
Rome I had no difficulty whatever in accepting the so-called 
scientific theories that were disseminated m the groups But 
in mv meditations at Rocca these theories began to seem too 
comfortable They suited my situation onlv too well The 
idea that everything was matter, that the idea ot good was 
inseparable from the idea of utility (even if it were social 
utility) and was based on the idea of punishment became 
insupportable to me Punishment by whom'' The state' The 
group' Public opinion' But what if the state, the group, pub- 
lic opinion were immoraH Besides, supposing there were a 
definite method a definite technique, of doing evil with as- 
sured impunity what would then be the basis of morality ' 
Could a technique which eliminated all clanger of retribution 
destroy the distinction between good and evil'' That thought 
terrified me I became filled with dread of chaos of the 
void I do not want to bore vou with these digressions which 
may seem abstract and remote to you I do not wish you to 
think I am trying to put myself in a more favorable light by 
mere empty veibiage But those were the ideas that became 
the substance ot m\ hte I did not believe in God, but I 
started wishing with mv whole soul that God existed I had 
need ot Him to escape from mv tear of the void One night 
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I could stand it no longer, and I went to knock at the door 
of a Capuchin monastery not far from mv home On the way 
I met one of the monks whom I knew, one Brother Antifona 
‘f want so much to believe in God ’ I said to him and I can- 
not Will \ou not tell me how it is done"^’ One must not be 
proud,’ he answered ‘one must not trv to understand every- 
thing one must not strive but resign oneself close one s eyes 
and pray Faith is a gift of God ’ But I was born without 
that gift I wanted to understand everything It was impossible 
for me not to try to understand Mv whole being was in a 
state of extreme and agonizing tension I could not resign 
myself I wanted God, by torce' 1 had need of Him, but He 
did not answer me 

“So I went to Don Benedetto not because he was a priest, 
but because in mv eves he has always been the pattern of the 
righteous man He has known me since my childhood, as 
I have told you I went to him and told him that in reality 
he did not yet know me at all, because he had no suspicion of 
what was hidden in me I made an agonizing elfort, and told 
him everything Mv confession lasted five houis and at the 
end I lav prostrate and exhausted on the floor He sent his 
sister, Marta, to tell my mother that I was going to sleep at 
hts house that night and that for the next few days I would 
help him, working in his garden 1 worked with him in his 
garden, and from time to time he would stop and talk to 
me He taught me that nothing is irreparable while life lasts, 
and that no condemnation is eteinal He told me also that 
though one should not be in love with evil nevertheless good 
was often born of evil and that perhaps I might never have 
become a real man without the calamities and errors through 
which I had passed When at last he let me go home I was 
no longer afraid I felt I had been reborn, and 1 was struck 
by the breeze that was blowing from the mountains 1 had 
never breathed such fresh pure air before Having ceased to 
fear, I stopped battling with mvsclf and started lediscovering 
the world Once more I saw the trees and the children in the 
streets, and the poor people working in the fields and the 
donkeys carrving their loads, and the oxen drawing the plow 
I went on seeing Don Benedetto from time to time Yester- 
day he sent for me and said ‘1 should like to spare you the 
repetition of your suffering but there is a man in the neigh- 
borhood ot Rocca to whom 1 wish >ou to repeat your confes- 
sion He IS a man you can trust completely ’ He gave me the 
necessary directions and 1 came ” 

It had grown dark The young man’s tired voice ceased in 
the darkness, and the voice of the other answered him 

“If I were the head ot a party or a political group, ’ he said, 
“I should judge you according to the party statutes Every 
party is based on a definite ideology and is equipped with a 
corresponding morality, which is codified in objective rules 
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Often these rules are very like those with which every man is 
inspired bv his own conscience, often they are the very re- 
verse But I am not, or am no longer, a political leader I am 
just an ordinary mortal and, if I am to judge another man, 
I can have nothing to guide me but my own conscience Be- 
sides It IS only within the narrowest hmits that one man has 
the right to judge another ” 

“I did not come here to seek pardon or absolution,” the 
young man said ‘ There are wounds that should not be 
bandaged and hidden, but exposed to the sun The usual 
ritual and saci amenta! confession generally earned out be- 
hind a grating is a ceremony towards which I have reserva- 
tions but a confession of one man to another can be like the 
cauterization of a wound ” 

‘Luigi Murica ” the other said softiv, ‘I want to tell you 
something that will prove to you how much I now trust you 
I am not a priest, and Don Paolo Spada is not my real name 
My real name is Pietro Spina ” 

Matalenut had laid the table for tw'o, and insisted that the 
two men come downstairs to supper 

‘A convalescent mustn’t miss his meals ” she said “And if 
he has a xisitor, the least he can do is to invite him ” 

She had put a clean tablecloth and a bottle of wine on the 
table The two men ate in silence The wine was last year’s 
and the bread last fortnight’s The two men dipped the old 
bread in the new wine Murica wished to return to Rocca the 
same evening and Don Paolo went upstairs to fetch his coat 
and accompany him part of the wav Matalena could not 
conceal a certain jealousy at this sudden friendship between 
“her’ priest and this unknown young man 

"You've been talking ,all this time and you still have things 
to say to each other'^ ’ she said to Murica 

"I have been making mv confession ” the voung man said 
When the two men parted down the valley road Murica 
said 

“Now I am ready for anything ” 

“\^'e shall talk again very soon, ’ the pnest promised him 
Voices could be heard muffled by the distance, the voices 
of shepherds calling, dogs barking, the subdued baaing of 
sheep A gentle scent of thyme and wild rosemary rose from 
the damp earth ft was the hour when the peasants put their 
donkevs back in their sheds and went to bed Mothers lean- 
ing out of windows, called to their tarrying children It w'as 
an hour tor humility Man returned to animal animal to 
plant, plant to earth The stream at the bottom of the valley 
reflected innumerable stars All that was visible of Pietrasecca, 
sunken in the shadow was the cow's skull with the two big, 
curving horns at the top of Matalena Ricotta’s inn 

In the dnvtime Pietrasecca had reassumed its usual torpidi- 
ty Now that the superficial excitement ot mobilization day 
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was over, the peasants had gone back to their normal, un- 
changing life The village had been emptied of its youngest 
men, that was all The old peasants ate their soup in silence at 
the thresholds of their hovels, looking neither to the right 
nor to the left, and answered questions in bored and tired 
voices A few mothers of soldiers now received a small al- 
lowance and hoped in their hearts that it would last As for 
anything else, it was not worth troubling about, for what 
would be would be War had been coming, and war had 
come If it really was going to be followed by a pestilence, 
very well, the pestilence would come too, and nothing what- 
ever could be done about it Everything destined to come 
would come, and in the end everything that came would go 
away The schoolboys now had battles with stones outside the 
church, Africans against Italians Sometimes the Africans 
beat the Italians, to the horror and indignation of the school- 
mistress 

Magascia’s wife heard from Matalena that Don Paolo had 
received permission to hear confessions and came and im- 
plored him to confess her husband, who had not been recon- 
ciled to God for twenty-five years 

“He had no trust in the priests in this part of the world,” 
she said “and the chance of a strange priest’s coming to 
Pietrasecca will not occur again If you don’t do him this 
favor, sir, he will die in sin and go to hell ” 

The priest tried to explain that he had received no permis- 
sion whatever to hear confessions but the woman went away 
and old Magascia arrived The tall, bearded, massive man 
hat in hand, nearly filled the doorway His empty left sleeve 
was tucked into his pocket Don Paolo received him sitting m 
a chair beside his bed and tried to say something but the old 
man knelt at his feet, made the sign of the Cross, kissed the 
floor, and recited the coiifileor with his face to the ground 
and struck his breast three times 

"Mea culpa, mea culpa, mea maxima culpa," he muttered 
Without raising his head and lowering his voice still nioie, 
he continued muttering in an incomprehensible fashion for 
several minutes All Don Paolo could make out was a low, 
sibilant sound interrupted by brief sighs When he stopped 
he remained prostrate on the ground taking up half the room 
with his enormous bulk His gigantic stature reminded Don 
Paolo of a geological specimen, a fossilized antediluvian mon- 
ster His beard and hair recalled wild vegetation, but the fear 
that his attitude expressed revealed him to be a man He re- 
mained prostrate and silent for some time Then he raised 
his head and asked in his ordinary voice 

“Well, IS it finished? Have you given me absolution'^ 
May I go'’” 

“You may go ” 

Magascia rose to his feet and kissed the priest’s hand 
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“I should like to ask you something I don’t dare ask anyone 
else Can one be prosecuted for murder after twenty-five 
years'^ Does one have to be tried m an assize court if one is 
found out after twenty-five years'?” 

‘ What murder'?” 

Magascia could not understand why the priest should novv 
appear so ignorant, but since the question was a pressing 
one, he whispered in his ear 

“The murder of Don Giulio, the notary of Lama ” 

“Oh'” said the priest “Yes, of course, I see I had already 
forgotten it But I am not a laivyer, and I do not know 
the answer to your question ” 

The news that Don Paolo had received permission to hear 
confessions spread quickly 
Magascia had said 

“He IS a confessor who understands and forgives every- 
thing ” 

“He IS more than a confessor,” Matalena maintained “He 
IS a saint who reads poor sinners’ hearts ” 

People flocked to the inn to find out for themselves Don 
Paolo’s room became public property, with people continually 
going m and out Everyone wanted to fix a time for his own 
confession Children swarmed up the stairs and gathered 
round the doorway, not daring to approach the saint who 
could no longer hide or protect himself 

Old Gesira came in, turned everybody else out, closed the 
door behind her, went down on her knees, recited the con- 
flteor, and started telling her life story The old woman rasped 
like a pepper-mill, but a toothless pepper-mill with yellow, 
shapeless lips Beneath the filthy remnants of her hair she 
showed the priest her ear, of which only half was left, and 
explained that the rest of it had been bitten off by a donkey 
when she was a girl She described in detail various injuries 
in various parts of her body which had been caused by her 
husband Nobody had ever seen these injuries because, thanks 
be to God, she had never let anyone see her body but the 
injuries were just as real as the spear wound m the side of 
the crucified Saviour Her husband had been dead for twenty 
years, having perished in the earthquake 

“When the earthquake happened,” Gesira said, “God willed 
it that I should be in the street Three-quarters of Pietrasecca 
collapsed My husband was m bed, and was buried beneath 
the wreckage of our house, which collapsed entirely, as it it 
had been razed to the ground Now that Tm a widow I’ll 
choose my second husband a little more carefully, I said to 
myself at once That, I must confess, was my first thought 
Those of us who escaped the earthquake took refuge behind 
the cemetery, m the snow, in a few tents we rigged up as 
best we could We had to keep huge fires roaring all night to 
drive the wolves away, and we gathered dry wood for the 
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fires from among the debris of our houses One evening, when 
I was collecting the remains of some of my household goods 
from the wreckage I heard a faint voice coming from under 
the stones ‘Gesira,’ it said, ‘Oh, Gesira ’ My husband was 
alive' I was so frightened that I ran away If he’s rescued I 
thought to myself, he’ll kill me for not getting him out at 
once Besides, I thought he’s probably got a broken arm or 
a broken leg, so he’ll be crippled for the rest of his life, and 
we’ll be poorer than ever Next day I went again to the place 
where he was buried and again I heard his voice calling, but 
it had grown much weaker ‘Oh Gesira’’ it said ‘Oh, Gesira'’ 
If God had wished him to live. He wouldn’t have had him 
buried by the earthquake, I thought to myself A few days 
later soldiers came to clear the debris and bury the dead He 
was one of the first to be found and buried My second mar- 
nage was no better than the first After six months mv second 
husband went to the Argentine He took my money and 
never came back Such is the lot of us poor women'” 

Gesira wailed for the priest to say something, make the 
usual little homily ask her the usual questions, and give her 
the usual absolution But Don Paolo looked at her doubtfully, 
without saying a word 

‘‘May I go''’” the old woman asked ‘‘Is it finished'^” 

“It is not finished,” the priest said “But you may go ” 

Mastrangelo arrived, with Lidovina his wife, and Marietta, 
his sister-in-law, holding him up, because his leg was still 
bandaged and he could walk only with difficulty He could 
not kneel, so the two women helped him to a chair by the 
priest’s side Then they went away Mastrangelo spoke into 
the priest’s ear to prevent anyone from overhearing His 
breath was foul it stank of many years’ drinking and nearly 
made Don Paolo’s head reel 

“My wife has had eighteen children, but God has already 
taken back sixteen of them,” he said “Two remain Some 
flesh IS chastised as soon as it is born, and there is no help 
for It Marietta, my wife’s sister, has been chastised in a dif- 
ferent manner She was poor but in good health Before she 
married Nicola Ciccavo, when everything was ready and all 
the announcements had been made, he came to me and 
spoke to me privately and said he wanted to tell me a secret 
He said he had been chastised by the war He showed me his 
misfortune That man, who looked so strong and robust, was 
no longer a man He had been castrated in the military hos- 
pital, in order to save his life The wretched man was alone m 
the world, without mother or sister, with no one to wash 
his shirts or make his bed or cook his soup, it was right that 
he should want to marry He had a vineyard and a medal 
If Magascia died the salt and tobacco monopoly would go to 
him, because of the medal Magascia was an old man even 
then, and it was reasonable to expect that he would die soon, 
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and if he is still alive it isn’t my brother-in-law’s fault So 
Nicola and Marietta were married Marietta did not discover 
his misfortune till after the ceremony Nicola said ‘Your 
brother-in-law Mastrangelo, knew all about it ’ so she sent 
for me and started crying ‘You’re the rum of me,’ she said, 
‘and I shall kill myself for shame’’ Nicola left us alone, but 
before he went he said, ‘Since God chastised me I have no 
right to be jealous, but only on condition that the family 
honor is saved ’ Marietta has had six children, four of whom 
are still alive Making children is like drinking This glass 
will be the last, you say to yourself But then you get thirsty 
again and have another glass Just this last one, and then 
no more, you say But who can control his thirst‘d Some- 
times it IS the woman who is thirsty and sometimes the man, 
sometimes both At first relations between the two sisters 
were very difficult, but things accommodated themselves m 
time We accepted it all with resignation, as God’s will Our 
honor has been saved, there has been no scandal, no one has 
ever known about it But one day Nicola went and confessed 
to Don Cipriano, and Don Cipriano made him change his 
mind Don Cipriano tells him that the punishments God has 
sent us are nothing in comparison with those we deserve and 
those we are still to receive, and those not visited upon us 
will be visited upon our children, who are the children of sin, 
and those that are not visited upon our children will be vis- 
ited upon our children’s children, even unto the seventh gen- 
eration But if God knows the truth, how can He go on 
punishing usf Have we not suffered enough’’” 

The penitent stopped and gazed at the priest with fixed and 
bloodshot eyes, waiting for a reply The excited voices of 
some drinkers playing morra came floating up the stairs 
“Five’ Five' Five'” one of them shouted, and an- 
other called out, shrilly “Three' Nine' Six'” On 

the window-pane the priest saw two flies on top of one an- 
other, surprised by death in the act of love Outside it was 
raining Don Paolo shuddered 

“Mastrangelo,” he said, “I ask you to believe me, but I do 
not know what to say to you I have never thought of a case 
hke yours ” 

“What do the Scriptures say’’” Mastrangelo asked 
“I shall see,” said the priest “I shall look ” 

Mastrangelo called Lidovina and Marietta, who came up- 
stairs and helped their man out of the room casting inquir- 
ing glances at him as if to divine the result of the confession 
Other penitents were sitting on the stairs waiting their 
turn to confess An acute and pungent smell came up the 
staircase, as it they never washed Don Paolo put on his hat 
and coat and took refuge in the street, although it was rain- 
ing He remembered a visit he had paid to the sewers of Pans 
He felt he had been visiting a sewer now He had always in- 
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stinctively avoided penetrating man’s individual troubles and 
secrets — perhaps because he feared that the rather simple 
idea he had formed of human sufferings and their solution 
might be destroyed m the process perhaps also, because he 
was afraid of being confronted with sufferings that had no 
solution Uliva’s trenchant judgment of him suddenly re- 
turned to his mind “You are atraid of the truth You force 
yourself to believe in progress to be an optimist and a revolu- 
tionary, because you are terrified of the opposite ’’ 

In order not to be drenched to the skin and to avoid re- 
turning to the inn, Don Paolo sought refuge m the Cola- 
martini house Cristina opened the door He had caught only 
casual glimpses of her since returning to Pietrasecca She 
looked thin and ill, and the black she wore m mourning for 
her father accentuated her appearance 

“We were talking about vou ’’ the girl said 
She led him to the big kitchen, where the whole family was 
assembled, Cristina’s grandmother, aunt, mother, and brother 
Alberto was in the uniform of an officer in the government 
militia 

“I enlisted voluntarily,” he explained “I shall get a few 
hundred lire a month instead of rotting away here doing 
nothing If I hadn’t volunteered I should have been called up 
anyway It’s better to make a virtue of necessity ” 

There was a slight mustiness in the kitchen, relieved bv an 
odor of preserves and aromatic wine The women remained 
silent Through the window Don Paolo looked out at the gar- 
den wet with ram It had taken on its autumn tints The flow- 
ers had run to seed the seeds had fallen to earth and from 
them new flowers would grow Cristina’s aunt rose to retire 
and asked Cristina’s mother to come with her Cristina’s 
mother had difficulty in understanding, and laughed stupidly, 
like an idiot Cristina and Alberto went out, too, to look 
after the mare in the stable 

“You were the last person to whom my son Pasquale spoke 
before he left Fossa What did he say'^ ’ the old woman asked 
“He said ‘This is the end’,’ the priest ansvvered ‘He did 
not wish to be accompanied It was indeed the end, and that 
was all he said ” 

The old woman, dressed entirely in black, was sitting in an 
easy-chair covered with old red velvet, near one of the win- 
dows that looked out on the garden She was small wrinkled, 
and shriveled She looked at the priest with glassy, inscrut- 
able, absent eyes and when she spoke she showed her empty 
gums The other members ot the family did not return 
“They left us alone because they want me to confess,” the 
old woman said “But I don’t want to confess I lack the 
repentance necessary to confess Why should I repent?” 

She held her hands crossed on her breast They looked like 
two old utensils worn out by long and painful labor Her 
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thin, fragile arms were as two dry branches waiting to be 
plucked and put on the hearth 

“Why should I repent’” the old woman asked “For eighty 
years I have wished for one thing only a right thing, the only 
right thing, the honor of my family I have never thought of 
anything else 1 have never wished for anything else I have 
never done anything else For eighty years Am I to re- 

pent now’” 

Her eyes suddenly dilated revealing a hopeless anxiety, a 
long-repressed fear a dismay so fixed and irreparable, an 
expression of despair so unguarded and so profound, that it 
took Don Paolo’s breath away 

“Is it the end’ ’ she asked ‘Is it reallv the end’ Is it 
the end of everything or only of the Colamartini’” 

The old woman 'aw that the priest was looking her in the 
eyes She closed them The shape of her skull, which was 
almost fleshless and practically hairless, reminded Don Paolo 
of a sparrow, a thing so fragile, and yet so resistant, so firm, 
so obstinate so tenacious, so pitiless, so hard, with the hard- 
ness of eighty years Cristina had told her grandmother that 
if she did not repent and confess she would go to hell “Very 
well, I shall go to hell ” she had replied But now that she 
had an opportunity of consulting a priest, she hastened to ask 
him about a detail of procedure 

“Those who do not repent and therefore go to hell — how 
much time are they allowed before the Judgment Throne’” 
she asked “Have they at least tune to tell Him the truth 
face to face’” 

Don Paolo was compelled to admit that he could not reply 
positively from his own knowledge, but that ordinary com- 
mon sense inclined him to answer the second part of the ques- 
tion in the affirmative That was enough for the old lady 
Cristina came back m time to see Don Paolo to the door, 
but before saying good-by she showed him a small room, 
next to the kitchen It contained a spinning-wheel at which 
she worked in all her free hours during the day, and some- 
times till late at night 

“We don’t know how to live now,” the girl said “You 
know that we lost all our savings in the bank failure’ The 
land we have left yields nothing The tenants don’t pay ” 
Cristina had thought she might earn something by weaving, 
but had changed her mind 

“Wool IS dear,” she said, “and no one buys hand-woven 
stuff It IS a luxury The tew orders I have had were given me 
by friends, solely out ot pity for me ” 

“You are no longer thinking of taking the veil?” Don 
Paolo asked 

“How could I now’” the girl replied “These material dit- 
ficulties are not the greatest evil I only spoke of them because 
it breaks my heart to see old women like my mother, my 
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grandmother, and my aunt uncertain of their dailv bread 
right at the end of their lives But the spiritual collapse is 
more painful than the material one My father’s death upset 
the familv equilibrium Things I never heard mentioned be- 
fore are now the subject of continual argument and discus- 
sion ” 

Just when the priest was going, Cristina said she would like 
to make her confession to him in the next tew days, at any 
time or place convenient to him 

“Oh no'” Don Paolo exclaimed blushing suddenh 
The idea of having the secrets of her private life forced 
upon him was intolerable He had to explain his refusal m 
some way, but could find no plausible excuse 

“I advise vou to appiv to your usual confessor,” he said in 
embarrassment “However, as I remember with much pleasure 
the conversations I had with vou last spring, I should like to 
talk with you again before I leave for my diocese, now that 
so many things have happened ” 

Thus they parted, hoping soon to meet again 
Sciatap was waiting for Don Paolo in Matalena’s bar He 
had just returned from the plain with a note from Marta, 
saying that Don Benedetto was in danger ‘ The person who 
warned us did so in terms that left no doubt of the serious- 
ness of his warning I don’t know to whom to apply Concet- 
tino Ragu is in Africa Dr Sacca is afraid of losing his posi- 
tion ” 

It was impossible for Don Paolo to go to Rocca himself to 
find out what it was all about and what precautions ought to 
be taken If Don Benedetto was being watched and he went 
to see him, he would run the risk ol being stopped, recog- 
nized, and arrested and then Don Benedetto would be far 
more seriously implicated than he could possibly be now 
Don Paolo decided to send Marta’s note to Murica, who came 
from Rocca himself and could therefore move about without 
attracting attention Don Paolo added a few suggestions of his 
own “As long as actual danger lasts, Don Benedetto must 
not leave his house alone ” he wrote “If he has to go out, 
his every step must be accompanied You ought to go and 
stay in his house vourselt and sleep there ” 

Don Paolo sent for Sciatap again 
“How much do you earn a day?” he asked 
“From four to six lire ” 

“I shall give you two days’ pay in advance if you take this 
letter to Rocca at once ” 

Sciatap fetched Garibaldi from his stable, got on his back, 
and went off at a trot down the valley road 

Next day was Saturday Cristina also received a letter 
from Marta, speaking of the danger Don Benedetto was m 
“The provincial commission for deportations, ’ the letter said, 
“has not dared condemn him to compulsory domicile on an 
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island because of the sensation it would cause For the same 
reason he has not been arrested and denounced to the gov- 
ernment tribunal They are afraid of what he might say and 
write The plan, so far as one can guess is to make him 
quietly disappear ” Cristina hurried to Don Paolo with the 
letter in her hand Don Paolo’s explanations disturbed her 
more than ever 

“But Don Benedetto never wished to have anything to do 
with politics whatever ’’ the girl expostulated “How can he 
possibly be persecuted as an enemy of the government'^” 

“We live in a society which has no place for free men,” Don 
Paolo explained “The onlv priests who are tolerated are those 
who put their religion at the service of the government and of 
the bank The only artists who are tolerated are those who 
sell their art The onlv philosophers who are tolerated are 
those who sell their wisdom The others though they are 
few, are imprisoned, deported, boycotted, or quietly made 
to disappear, as the convenience of the police may decide ” 
Cristina understood nothing of all this, she was not inter- 
ested in politics, and did not wish to have anything to do with 
such things But she was fond of Don Benedetto and his sis- 
ter, and if they were now in danger and appealed to her for 
help she could not possibly abandon them So, after asking 
her grandmother’s pei mission, she left for Rocca, with the 
mtention of staying there till Sunday night 

At Rocca everything seemed just as usual Don Benedetto 
knew of the danger that threatened him, but he did not know 
that his sister had told anyone He went about his everyday 
affairs with his usual cheerfulness On the first night, when 
Munca asked his hospitality, he was not surprised, assuming 
he had quarreled with his parents But when Cristina arrived 
and asked if she could stay with him, he was a little sur- 
prised For Cristina to spend the night anywhere but at home 
was an event But he left all these mysteries to be solved by 
his sister 

On Saturday night the sacristan of the parish of Lama 
came and invited Don Benedetto to say Mass next day m the 
country church of San Martino 

“Why isn’t Don Cipnano going'^” Marta asked 
“He is busv,” the sacristan replied 

As soon as he had gone Marta implored her brother to re- 
fuse the invitation 

“There is no reason why I should refuse,” Don Benedetto 
said, and started talking ol other things 

Cristina spent the night in Marta’s loom Munca slept m 
the kitchen, and Don Benedetto stayed up late at his desk, 
tidying his papers and correspondence 

Next morning, when Don Benedetto left the house, Marta 
was waiting for him and implored him not to go There was 
no need for him to oflSciate m a church belonging to another 
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parish, she said Besides, she had dreamed an unlucky dream 
during the night 

Aflectionately but firmly Don Benedetto said good-by to 
her He laughed at her supci stitious belief in dreams, but 
he allowed Ciistina and Muiica to go VMth him 

It took them neailv an houi to reach Lama on foot The 
road was muddv, fiom the recent lains Although the sun 
had risen the air suffused with the cold dampness of night, 
was slow in getting warm Cristina walked on the old man’s 
right and Murica on his lett 

“Cristina,’ the old man said ‘ if the man now living at 
Pietrasecc.i in Matalena s inn ever has need of you 1 beg you 
to help him ’’ 

“Do you mean Don Paolo‘S the girl asked “What need 
could he have of me^’’ 

“Cristina ’’ the old man said ‘many things may happen 
that you will not understand with your head Try to under- 
stand them with your heart ’ 

Mist was rising over the hills from the hollow of the Fu- 
cino, like a silent flood a silent sea Small islands emerged 
from the sea, these weie the church towers and the tops of 
the highest poplars 

Don Benedetto talked to the two young people of the time 
when he had been their age and had had a tempoiary en- 
thusiasm for loc.d archxology He spoke of his frequent 
visits to the neighboring villages whenever he heard of any 
“interesting" stones discovered in the process ot digging a 
vineyard or of human hones or skulls turned up in the course 
of building operations He enlivened his stones with jokes 
and amusing anecdotes and made his young companions 
laugh When Lama came into sight and the bells ot San Mar- 
tino were heard calling the faithful to prayer, Don Benedetto 
became silent .md absorbed The Chuicli of Sin Maitino was 
old and neglected, and Mass was said thcic only a few times 
a year 

“You will be able to make the responses for me, won’t 
you'^” the old man asked Cristina outside the church 

“Yes ' she replied I often used to it the convent ’’ 

“I am glad you wall make the responses for me today,” the 
old man said 

The fapade of the church was ot granite, blackened by time, 
with a big loughlv caivcd door 

Don Benedetto went siiaight to the sacristy through a side 
door, and Murica and Cristina went into the church through 
the main dooi The chinch llooi was paved with gravestones, 
dating from the times when cemeteries did not exist and the 
dead weie buried in the crypts The inteiior of the church 
was divided into three parts bv a double row of columns 
supporting arches Ancient and of various sizes, the columns 
had no bases, but rose straight from the floor, and were 
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adorned with rough capitals decorated in the most varied and 
haphazard manner At the other end of the church there was 
an altar that looked like an unadorned stone block with a 
wooden crucifix painted black and four candlesticks on it 
To the left of the altar was a fresco representing hell with 
black devils, of horrible and repugnant shape, tormenting 
the souls of damned peasants in the most ingenious ways 
Some were immersed m boiling caldrons and others impaled 
on hooks On the right there was a representation of the leg- 
end of the three quick and the three dead a kind of satire 
of mediaeval society in the form of a danse macabie The 
skeletons wore miters tiaras, and crowns on their heads, and 
they struck one another in the fervor of the dance 

The sacristan lit the four candles on the altar and rang a 
bell to announce the beginning of the Mass There was a 
congregation of about a dozen in the church consisting of 
women and children Don Benedetto, in his sacred vestments, 
stood before the first step of the altar, and Cristina knelt for 
the recitation of the Iniroibo Cristina gave the responses 
slowly, speaking the Latin words syllable by syllable Munca 
had remained near the door, by the font A few men came in, 
late for Mass as usual, dipped their fingers in the holy water, 
and made the sign of the Cross One man wore a piece of 
snake skin in his hatband against the evil eye, another had 
some badger’s hair tied to his watch chain Don Benedetto 
went up to the altar and arranged the objects destined to 
serve for the consummation of the mystery He put the read- 
ing desk with the missal on the right of the altar and read 
the Epistle He moved the reading desk to the left of the altar, 
and read the Gospel As the rite proceeded, the faithful par- 
ticipated in the mystery, knelt and rose to their feet as Don 
Benedetto genuflected, turned to the people, or prayed Mu- 
rica alone remained standing the whole time a simple spec- 
tator, and followed in his heart the unrolling of another 
mystery and another sacrifice 

Don Benedetto genuflected before the altar each time he 
passed from one side of it to the other Standing on the 
right of the altar were the cruet of wine and the cruet of 
water Don Benedetto went towards them with the chalice, 
and poured wine and water into it At the beginning of the 
consecration the faithful went down on their knees and bent 
towards the earth Softly, Don Benedetto spoke the sacred 
words of consecration over the bread and wine Three times 
he confessed his own unworthmess Three times he repeated 
“Domine non sum dignus " Then he bent over the altar and 
consumed the Host, he raised the chalice to his lips and 
drank from it The faithful rose to their feet But Don Bene- 
detto remained motionless at the center of the altar, leaning 
on it with his elbows as though he were about to faint Slow- 
ly his knees gave way and he coUapsed at the foot of the 
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altar Cristina hurried to him. asked him if he felt ill A. few 
frightened women started shrieking Murica ran up the aisle, 
raised Don Benedetto by the shoulders, and, with Cristina’s 
help, carried him into the sacristy The faithful left the 
church and in the little square outside started excited con- 
jectures about the priest’s sudden illness 

“He fainted," one said 

“Poor old man'" said another “The consecrated wine must 
have been bad for him ’’ 

Two militiamen arrived with strange promptness All that 
was left for them to do was to confirm Don Benedetto’s death 
The body was relieved of its sacred vestments and a watch 
was kept over it until the authorities should arrive All 
strangers were asked to leave the sacristy Cristina and Mu- 
rica refused and were forcibly ejected The faithful who were 
waiting outside in the square surrounded and questioned 
them Cristina was trembling with emotion She was unable 
to articulate a single word She gazed wildly around her and 
scarcely had strength to go back into the church, where she 
collapsed almost in a faint Murica lost Cristina from sight, 
was at a loss to answer the people who questioned him, stam- 
mered confusedly, himself started asking those about him 
what had happened, how on earth a thing like that could 
have happened He saw a trap passing It was going in the 
direction of Rocca He stopped it, asked to be given a lift, 
and was driven away 
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chapter XII 


“After all we have been through, we can no longer 
talk of politics like other people,” Don Paolo said to Murica 
“Politics have become something quite different for us ” 
Murica was walking in front of the priest making a way 
for him through the brambles and down a steep path that led 
to the bottom of the valley and then tor some distance 
skirted the stream that came from Pietrasecca He told Don 
Paolo what happened after Don Benedetto’s death 

“The intervention of the ecclesiastical authorities made it 
impossible to establish the truth about the cause of death,” he 
said “The bishop said to Marta ‘Madam, I promise you that 
full light will be thrown on your brother’s death, but in the 
appropriate manner ' A post-mortem was not considered ap- 
propriate and was therefore not held Marta sent for Dr 
Sacca, of Acquafredda, and he went to the cemetery, but he 
was not allowed to examine the body ” 

“I am only just beginning to recover from the shock of 
Don Benedetto’s death,” Don Paolo said ‘ I did not know he 
was so important to me Until very recently I had not seen 
him for fifteen years, and it was only rarely that I heard any 
news of him It was his teaching that made me a Christian, 
but not a Christian in the appropriate’ manner When 1 en- 
tered real life after leaving school, I developed in a direction 
quite opposite to that of religion, and I slowlj substituted 
Marxism for Christianity Nevertheless, even when I was 
most engrossed m political agitation, it gave me pleasure in 
my heart of hearts to know that that old man was some- 
where I tried, of course, to shake off all remnants of his teach- 
ing, I mocked at the naivete of all religious symbolism, I 
wrote anti-Church articles in the party papers, but I also 
wondered what Don Benedetto would say if some one told 
him what I was doing I did not then foresee that circum- 
stances would lead me towards him and him towards me ” 
The two walked in single file along the stream They had 
to stop, because the path was interrupted by a ditch A cloud 
had appeared in the sky It seemed to hesitate which way to 
go, but eventually made up its mind and went off in the di- 
rection of the Fucino In the ditch there lay the white jaw 
bone of an ass, with teeth still on it 

“It seems to me now that for fifteen years I was only half 
alive,” Don Paolo confessed “During that time I never ceased 
trymg to smother and repress my deepest impulses, solely be- 
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cause in my youth they had been bound up with religious 
symbols and practices I tried, with an obstinacy and a de- 
termination that sprang from my loathing of the Church to 
substitute logic and intellectual ideas taken from the world of 
economics and politics for those deeper forces which 1 felt 
mvself compelled to distrust When I returned to the Marsica 
I realized that my attempt at self-multilation had not entirely 
succeeded I had not eradicated my religious ideas but only 
overlaid them with other ideas Nevertheless what I saw of 
religion at Pietrasecea convinced me that all my distrust of 
it was justified When I met Don Benedetto I was prepared 
to understand that my yam endeavors to do effective work 
among the peasants and my unsatisfied ambition for real 
and immediate political success, were the consequence ot my 
internal conihet I reflected for several days on what he said 
Your coming to Pietrasecea and your confession finallv broke 
down my last resistance Don Benedetto’s words penetrated 
to the depths of me Within a few davs all that remained 
alive and indestructible of Christianity in me was revived a 
Christianity denuded of all mythology, of all theology, of all 
Church control a Christianity that neither abdicates in the 
face of Mammon nor proposes concordats with Pontius 
Pilate, nor offers easy careers to the ambitious, but rather 
leads to prison, seeing that crucifixion is no longer practiced 
This resurrection of a part of myselt for which 1 used to 
blush, which I used to try to exterminate or conceal now 
gives me a sense ot well-being, even of physical well-being, 
and of strength and courage of which I did not beheye my- 
self capable ” 

“At Rome in the group, I used to hear a lot about you, 
but I did not think you were like this,’’ Murica said “I used 
to feel rather frightened of you ’’ 

“A revolutionary is a man of flesh and blood, like every- 
body else,” said Don Paolo "There are some who appear to 
be made entirely of steel but at heart they are flesh and 
blood like evciybody else ’’ 

The two continued their way down the valley until they 
reached the place where the valley broadened out and their 
path rejoined the carriage road 

“Let us stop here ” Murica suggested “If we go on they 
may see us from the road and recognize us ” 

During the last few days Murica had been watched a great 
deal by the police He did not want to be seen with Don 
Paolo 

“At Rocca ” he said, “I have formed a small group of 
young writers ” 

“Wi iters'^” 

“Wi Iters ” 

“I suppose you mean a group of correspondents of small 
local papers,” said Don Paolo 
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‘ 1 hev would never consent to contribute to the bourgeois 
press M iiica replied 

‘ How manv ot them are there What do thev write"’” 

‘ For the time being theie aie three ot them ' slid Murica 
“It mighl bo possible to attract others, but it is better to be 
cautious Besides three are enough Thev are good young 
fellows and I know them well Thev are poor and went to 
elementary schools They came to me aftei Don Benedetto’s 
death and asked what ought to be done We had a discus- 
sion and agreed that the truth ought to be made known 
Truth was what Don Benedetto loved best Making the truth 
known was the onlv thing that would have pleased him 
Thev were ready to do anvthmg that would have pleased him 
So thev have formed themselves into a group of svriters of the 
truth At night they get on their bicycles take pieces of chalk 
or charcod and go to neighboring villages and write the 
truth on the walls The truth they write is Don Benedetto was 
poisoned ’ We discussed whether anvthmg ought to be added 
to that but decided that nothing ought ever to be added to 
the truth or it would cease to be the truth We also agreed 
that It would be idle to add anything to reinforce the truth, 
because nothing is ever stronger than the pure and simple 
truth So we decided that ‘Don Benedetto was poisoned’ 
should he written up everywhere and that this should go on 
until everybody knew it We decided to use just those few 
words by themselves without even an exclamation mark, so 
that even those who do not want to understand will have to 
understand When it looks as if some people are beginning 
to forget, we shall start writing ‘Don Benedetto was poisoned,’ 
again, and those who want to forget will be forced to re- 
member That, for the tune being, is the function of those 
writers ” 

Murica referred to other scattered elements in the neigh- 
boring villages There was a carpenter who had been twelve 
years in America where he had been in touch with groups 
of anarchists, there was a peasant who had been at the head 
of a league of resistance before the war there was a man 
from Pratola who was now a cab-driver at Fossa, and one or 
two more But he was afraid he did not know the right way 
to approach them 

“What you said just now was quite right,” he said ‘ After 
all that has happened, I cannot go back and talk of politics 
as before ” 

“One must talk as little as possible,” Don Paolo said “Try 
to make friends with the people you have just mentioned, 
and with any others you may get to know When you have 
gained their confidence, you may then be able to make them 
understand that it is not a matter of putting new formulas, 
new gestures, or shirts of a different color into circulation, 
but rathei a matter of a new way of living To use an old ex- 
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pression, it is a matter of conversion It is a matter of be- 
coming a new man Perhaps it is sufficient to say that it is a 
matter of becoming a man, in the real sense of the word We 
are so far from manhood now that he who starts comparing 
his present plight with what he might be cannot fail to be 
disturbed He discovers he is mutilated disfigured, deformed, 
degraded At heart every revolution puts this elementary ques- 
tion afresh What it ,isks, is mant What is this human life'^ 
There are neurotics for whom revolution is a form of in- 
toxication, a kind of lyrical exaltation ‘Better a dav as a lion 
than a hundred days as a sheep ’ But for the poor people 
revolution stands for something else, it stands for liberation, 
a need of truth and simplicity a repudiation alike of the 
destiny of the sheep and the destiny of the lion, and a 
vmdication of the destiny of man ” 

“The revolution ’ said Murica, “is a need of being no 
longer alone, one man against another, it is an attempt to 
stand together and to be afraid no longer, a need of brother- 
liness ” 

“You cannot conceive what it would mean to a country 
like ours ” said Don Paolo “if there were a hundred youths 
ready to renounce all safety defy all corruption, free them- 
selves from obsession with private property, sex, and their 
careers, and unite on the basis of absolute sincerity and ab- 
solute brotherliness a hundred youths who would live among 
the people, in contact with the workers and the peasants, 
and refuse to be parted from them a hundred converted 
youths, who would speak the truth on every question and on 
every occasion nothing but the truth, and live according to 
the truth, youths who would be recognizable not because 
they wore emblems in their buttonholes or a uniform, but by 
their wav of living 

A flock of sheep was grazing m a meadow where the path 
joined the carriage road It was the time of year when the 
flocks are brought down from the mountains to pass the win- 
ter in the plain An old shepherd was lighting a fire of brush- 
wood m the meadow, while a youth blew on it and another 
youth searched for drv branches The old man was Bonifazio 
Patacca and he called Don Paolo to tell him he had dreamed 
about Don Benedetto 

“He was smiling,” Bonifazio said, “and he wanted to give 
me a lira ” 

“Did he give you one'^” 

“No, he spent a long time fumbling in his pockets, but he 
couldn’t find one ” 

Don Paolo 1 lughed and gave him a lira 

“Do vou know the story of the lake of Fuemo, sir’’” Boni- 
fazio asked 

Don Paolo did not know it 

“Jesus was going about in search of work, dressed as a 
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carpenter,” said Bonifazio, “and He came to the Marsica 
‘Have you any work for a poor carpenter'^’ He asked every- 
where ‘Where do you come from‘^ What is your namet Have 
you got a permif^ Have you got a recommendation?’ the mas- 
ters answered Him Evening came and He had found no 
work Then He said to all the unemployed He met on the 
road, ‘Come with Me’ and they all followed Him ‘Don t 
turn round,’ He said to them, and not one of them turned 
round When they were on the mountain Jesus said, ‘Now 
you can turn round ’ Wheie Avezzano had been there was a 
lake If things go on like this it won’t be long before it is a 
lake again ” 

“There are said to be minerals in the mountain,” Munca 
said 

‘ Heaven forbid'” Ronifazio replied 
Don Paolo asked why 

“As long as the mountain is poor, it is ours ” the shepherd 
explained “But if it is discovered to be rich the government 
will take It The government has one very long arm and one 
very short one The long one is for taking, and reaches every- 
where, and the short one is for giving, but it only reaches 
those who are nearest ” 

Brother Antifona the monk, passed along the carnage 
road Bonifazio called him to ask him the latest news from 
Africa 

“Has your son been called up‘?” asked the monk 
“At the end of the month ” 

Brother Antifona showed Bonifazio some medals of St 
Francis “for the protection of the life of combatants ” 

“How much are they'^” 

“Fifty centesimi ” 

Bonifazio gave Brother Antifona the lira Don Paolo had 
given him and waited for his change But the monk did not 
like to give change He showed the shepherd other medals, 
bigger and therefore more efficacious costing one lira Boni- 
fazio hesitated 

“One mustn’t be niggardly when it’s a matter of one’s own 
son’s life,” the monk remarked 
Bonifazio sacrificed his lira 
Don Paolo protested 

“Did you give him the lira I gave you^” he said 
“No,” the shepherd whispered in his car “I gave him a 
counterfeit one ” 

The priest and the monk walked together along the road 
up to Pietrasecca 

“Are the medals selling well‘d” the priest asked 
“Not badlv ’ the other replied “They would have gone bet- 
ter it we had started on mobilization day But the Church is 
always late The father provincial is too old and does noth- 
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mg but pray Our father superior who really has the nose of 
a saint, wrote to him months ago and said War is coming, 
and what are we doing'?’ War'? What war?’ the old father 
provincial replied Thus time was wasted and we weie taken 
by surprise All the same, we mustn’t giumble The medals 
are well enough appreciated in spite of the delay ” 

When they were halfway back to Pietiasecca thev came 
upon a woman doing penance going on her knees all the 
way from Pietrasecca to Lama She looked like a bag of rags 
and mud, floundering this wav and that At first Don Paolo 
was afraid she was mad She was not mad but a mother 
whose son was at the war She had made a vow to go on her 
knees from Pietiasecca to Lama so that her son should return 
safely to her The poor woman had been on the road since 
morning Her voice was hoarse her face unrecogni/iable. her 
eyes dilated haunted, craz\ She looked as though she were 
going to collapse at any moment Don Paolo wanted to make 
her get up and walk on her feet He actually made as if to 
take her by the shoulders and lift ner by foice but the woman 
defended herself with nails and teeth She had made a vow 
and must fulfill it If she failed and rose to her feet, her son 
in Africa would die Bi other Antifona was surprised at a 
priest who did not realize so obvious a thing as that 

Later thev met two men father and son, riding a small don- 
key The monk offered his medals 

“How much do they cost'?” 

“Fifty centesimi ” 

The man had no money but offered the priest a hand- 
kerchief full of apples, which the monk accepted A hand- 
kerchief full of apples was not too much to pay for a son’s 
hfe 

When the priest and the monk reached Pietrasecca the sun 
was setting They parted before the bridge, near the little 
schoolhouse, because the monk wished to go round the vil- 
lage from door to door starting with the schoolmistress The 
air was cold, the sky gray Ihc top of the mountain behind 
Pietrasecca was white with snow The hesitating voice ol a 
little girl came through the open school window 

“A, e, 1, o u ” 

It was the beginning The beginning of the school year The 
beginning of spelling For the little girl it was the beginning 
of life A little boy's voice said 

“Ba, be bi, bo bu ” 

The priest stopped to listen The little girl’s voice came 
again 

“Fa, fe, fi fo, fu ” 

Pietrasecca was invaded by shadows Only the house of 
the Colaraartini, standing higher than the rest, was stih il- 
luminated by the rays of the sun Cristina was at a window 
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on the top floor, and her face was like a mirror on which 
the setting sun was reflected All Don Paolo could see of the 
village was that glowing face 

As soon as the sun disappeared the air grew frosty Mata- 
lena was waiting for the return of “her” priest in the door- 
way of the inn, winding thread on a spindle 

“Snow is not far away now,” she said, looking at the sky 

Snow came two days later When Don Paolo woke up in 
the morning the landscape was transformed, as in a fairy 
tale The snow was falling quietly and thickly, like some- 
thing expected and inevitable 

Cristina came to see Don Paolo Her eyes were dilated 
with suffermg 

“Do you know that Don Benedetto left everything to his 
sister and to one Pietro Spina"^” she said 

She showed Don Paolo a letter from Don Cipriano, telling 
her this news and taking advantage of the opportunity to in- 
sinuate that Don Benedetto must have lost control of his 
faculties 

“Is it true that this Pietro Spina is an enemy of religion?” 

“Yes ” 

“So Don Cipnano was right"’” 

“No ” 

Cristina raised her pale, worried suffering face to Don 
Paolo Her expression was that of one who had grown weary 
of being put to the test and implored a little peace 

“There are dead with whom one must keep faith,” Don 
Paolo said 

The girl looked at him with tears in her eyes, and nodded 
her head All she said was 

“Help me ” 

That evening a number of people came to Matalena’s inn to 
celebrate the first day of snow Cristina came, too, a little 
later Don Paolo was sitting next to the fireplace, with peas- 
ants, women, and boys sitting all around in a big circle On 
one side of the fire there was a dog, and on the other Teresa 
Scaraffa’s baby, who was to have been born blind, but had 
been saved in time The child had been put on the ground, 
in a wicker basket, like a cauliflower, and its face, reddened 
by the reflection of the fire, was like an apple The people 
asked Don Paolo to tell stories, and Cristina specified sacred 
stones In the end he could no longer refuse, and took his 
breviary, looked up the index festorwn, and started telling in 
his own way the stones of the martyrdoms of which the 
breviary speaks The story was always different, but always 
the same There was a time of profound crisis, a dictatorship 
with a deified leader, a decaying old church, living on alms, 
an army of mercenaries who guaranteed the peaceful diges- 
tion of the rich, a population of slaves, incessant preparation 
of new wars of rapine to maintain the dictatorship’s prestige 
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Meanwhile mysterious travelers arrived from abroad They 
whispered of prodigious successes in the East They an- 
nounced the good tidings liberation was at hand' The poor, 
the hungry and the desperate met m cellars and secret places 
to hear them speak The news spread Catechumens aban- 
doned the old synagogue and embraced the new faith Nobles 
left their palaces, centunans deserted Police raided clandes- 
tine meetings Prisoners were tortured and handed over to a 
special tribunal They faced evecution with a smile on their 
lips The young were thrown to the wild beasts the old 
were poisoned Those that survived kept faith with the dead, 
to whom they devoted a secret cult 

Times changed, ways of dressing and eating changed, ways 
of working changed, languages changed, but at heart it was 
the same old story — the stor\ of man 

The first to go to sleep was the dog hing by the fire, it 
was followed by the bab> in its basket, and then by others 
Those that did not go to sleep stared into the fire 
Cristina said 

“In all times, in all societies, the supreme act is to give 
oneself to find oneself, to lose oneself to find oneself One 
has only what one gives ” 

The fire died out, the guests said good-night, and Don 
Paolo went up to his room He picked up his note book con- 
taining the "Dialogues with Cristina” he had staited at the 
beginning of his stay at Pictrasccca He read the first few 

pages, full of tender affection for the girl, read, toic out, and 

destroyed the following pages dictated bv depression and 
disillusion Eight months had passed, and not in vain, either 

for him or for Cristina He added a few lines to the “Dia- 

logues” before going to bed 

“Cristina,” he wrote, “it is true that one has what one gives, 
but how and to whom is one to give’ 

“Our love, our disposition tor sacrifice and self-abnegation 
are barren if dedicated to abstr.ict and inhuman s\mbols, 
they are only fruitful if carried into relations with oui fellow- 
men Morality can live and flourish only in practical life 
“If we apply our moral feelings to the disorder that reigns 
about us, we cannot lemain inactive and console ourselves by 
looking forward to another, supernatural world The evil that 
we have to combat is not that sad abstraction called the devil, 
but everything that sets man against man ” 

At this point Don Paolo hesitated He knew what he wanted 
to say, but he did not know how to say it He spoke aloud 
to Cristina He had not forgotten that the social question is 
not a moral one and is not resolved bv purely moral means 
He knew that in the last resort the relations established among 
men are dictated by necessity and not by good will or bad 
Moral pleaching did not suffice to change them But there 
came a moment when certain social relations revealed them- 
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selves as outworn and harmful Morality then condemned 
what had already been condemned by history A sense of jus- 
tice caused the slaves to rise, put arms into the hands of the 
advance guard, kindled the souls of martyrs, inspired think- 
ers and artists 

“It IS sufficient to look about us, dear Cristina to see how 
far our present society has sunk in putrefaction,” he wrote 
when he put pen to paper again “Jumping up on tables and 
making speeches is not for everyone, entering a political group 
and struggling for the political transformation of society is 
not for everyone, nevertheless, a woman like you should have 
her eyes open to what is going on about her, and open the 
eyes of otheis who wish to keep them closed 

“What a great revolution there will be in the world when 
persons who possess such spiritual riches as you possess, al- 
most as a natural gift, cease expending them upon religious 
symbolism and devote them to the collective life Thus a new 
type of saint wiU be born, a new type of martyr, a new type 
of man 

“I do not believe there is any other way of saving one’s soul 
today He is saved who overcomes his individual egoism, fam- 
ily egoism, caste egoism, does not shut himself in a cloister 
or build himself an ivory tower, or make a cleavage between 
his way of acting and his way of thinking He is saved who 
frees his own spirit from the idea of resignation to the exist- 
ing disorder Spiritual life has always meant a capacity for 
dedication and self-sacrifice In a society hke ours a spiritual 
hfe can only be a revolutionary life 

“Cristina, one must not be afraid, one must not be ob- 
sessed with the idea of security, even of the security of one’s 
own virtue Spiritual hfe and secure life do not go together 
To save oneself one must struggle and take risks ’’ 

Don Paolo read through what he had written He now 
saw clearly the path he had traveled since returning to Italy 
He was content to have returned and found himself 

Snow fell uninterruptedly all night The priest was still 
asleep the next morning when Matalena called him A group 
of peasants and boys had gathered round Garibaldi, Scia- 
tap’s donkey, outside the mn A wolfs carcass was lying 
across the donkey’s crupper It had been killed that morning 
on the mountain behind Pietrasecca Its skin was gray, 
shaggy, filthy with blood and mud Its teeth were white and 
very strong There were two bloodstains where the bullets 
had entered its side and shoulder According to custom, the 
wolf was being shown from door to door, for alms tor those 
w'ho had killed it Luigi Banducen, still had his gun on his 
shoulder, and W'as telling the story of what had happened 
This was the fourth wolf he had shot He showed the sign of 
lo\c on the nape of the beast’s neck, the deep bite of a she- 
wolf The love-making of wolves is a serious thing Banduccia 
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could tell a wolf’s various kinds of howls from a distance 
the howl of danger it lets forth when it is attacked with 
arms, the howl of prey which means that it has found an 
animal to tear to pieces and calls its companions because it 
does not like eating alone the howl ot love which means it 
wants a female and is not shv about letting it be known 
Cristina’s grandmother refused to give anything for the 
dead wolf, although Cristina who had had a special respect 
for wolves evei since her childhood urged her 
“Dead wolves don’t bite ’’ the old woman said 
Don Paolo received a letter from Rome, with a few banal 
words and an unknown signature He waimed it in front of 
the fire and some yellowish writing in lemon juice emerged 
between the lines 

“Romeo has been arrested ’’ it said “If you come, go cau- 
tiously to the Chelucci house ’’ 

Don Paolo left for Rome at once 

“I have to leave for family reasons ’’ he told Matalena “I 
shall return later to fetch the things I’m leaving now ’’ 

He could not tell whether he would need his refuge at 
Pietrasecca again 

Shortly before the tram reached the station Don Paolo went 
to the lavatory, and when he came out and mingled with the 
crowd of other passengers who got off the train he was once 
more Pietro Spina 

He went straight from the station to the Via della Lunga- 
retta, to see Annina Pecci, the dressmaker Munca’s friend 
“Murica sends you his best wishes,” he told the girl “He 
has suffered greatly, but now he is cured When you see him 
you will not recognize him He has become a new man He 
still loves you ” 

“Will he not return to Rome?” 

“No ” 

“Do you think that one day I might be able to visit him 
m his village'^” 

“He expects you, and has already spoken of you to his 
family ” 

The girl decided to leave next day 

Spina sent Annina to the Via dei Morosini to warn the 
wife of the political prisoner Chelucci of his arrival He 
waited for the two women in a side street It was a long time 
before they came Spina walked up and down The building 
he kept passing was a school The sound of a httle girl’s voice 
came through the open window 
“A, e, 1, o, u ” 

It was the beginning The little girl’s voice was hesitating 
All beginnings were difficult A httle boy’s voice went on 
“Ba, be, bi, bo, bu ” 

Spma stopped and hstened The little girl’s voice came 
again 
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“Da de, di, do, du ” 

How bright and clear the sky was High over Vatican City 
was an enormous captive balloon, with big letters on it ad- 
vertising the effectiveness of a well-known purgative It oc- 
cuned to Spina that most purgatives in ItaK weie called after 
the names of saints, and he recalled that the rare advertise- 
ments to be seen m the Italian Catholic press nearly always 
referred to purgatives Could it be chance? It could not be 
chance 

The Church is constipated. Spina said to himself 

This idea made him laugh It would certainly have amused 
Don Benedetto too 

The two women arrived looking cautiously all about them, 
as though they were afraid they were being followed 

“Romeo has been arrested Chelucci s wife said “But 
they found nothing incriminating on him, so perhaps he may 
be out again soon ” 

“The government does what it likes with prisoners,” Spina 
replied “The laws exist only for the benefit of law students 
and foreigners Is your husband still in prison'?” 

“Yes, he’s still awaiting his trial Mcanw'hile he has gone 
blind He may have been blind lor several months, but I only 
discovered it the last time I went to see him To please him I 
put on a shawl he gave me as a wedding present We were 
separated by a grating when we talked but there was enough 
light for him to have been able to lecognize it ‘Don’t you 
recognize what I’m wearing'?’ I said to him ‘What is it'?’ he 
replied Don’t you recognize it?’ 1 asked him Is it a fur'?’ 
he said ‘Who gave it to you'?’ His mother was standing next 
to me She is always so upset that she can hardly speak 
‘Where’s mother?’ he asked ‘Why didn't she come today? 
Is she ill?’ Then we realized that he was blind If only they 
would bring him to trial'” 

“The other trials are continually postponed, too,” Annina 
said “The government doesn’t want it to be known that there 
are people opposed to the war ” 

“Romeo asked me to find you a safe address,” Chelucci’s 
wife went on, “but I don’t know what name you want to go 
under here ” 

“I’ll tell you ” 

“Besides I want to talk to you about putting you in con- 
tact with the new committee ’ 

Spina asked about Bianchina 

“We tried to help hei, but it was very difficult,” Chelucci’s 
wife said She s not a bad woman but she s restless, lazy, 
and weak She was bored to death with us She found the 
little work there was to do so tiring that it nearly made her 
ill One day she disappeared without saving anything Two 
days later she came back entirely transfoimed She asked 
after you and gave me a telephone number in case you came ” 
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Chelucci’s wife gave him the number He gave Annina 
some directions for her journey to Rocca dei Marsi made 
another appointment with Chelucci’.s wife, and went to a 
hotel near the Pantheon to take a loom He signed his name 
m the register, giving the particulars written m his Czecho- 
slovakian passport In the evening he telephoned to Bianchina 
and arranged to meet her at a cate in the center of the city 
Both arrived punctually 

“You must not be shocked if I have put off mv priestly 
clothing,” he said to her “It is permitted to do so when nec- 
essary ” 

“You look a bit absurd in trousers, but it doesn’t matter,” 
the girl said 

She was painted up to her ears, was dressed with great 
elegance, and her hair was done in a striking fashion 

The cafe seemed rather a doubtful one to Spina It was 
crowded People were dancing to the accompaniment of a 
blaring orchestra Shaded lamps were on every table They 
reminded Spina of the night lights left at the bedside of the 
dying The “dving” were smoking their usual de luxe ciga- 
rettes, had their hair smoothed down with the usual brillian- 
ttne, and were whispering the usual inanities to their neigh- 
bors The atmosphere was one of palpable stupidity, sen- 
suality, sweating armpits and dirty feet Bianchina sat op- 
posite Spina with a tired and bored expression on her face 
Perhaps she was waiting tor him to speak 
“Have you become a serious person’” 

This was a continuation of their talk at Fossa, after which 
Bianchina had decided to leave for Rome 

“Serious’ Only too serious,” she replied 
“Where are you working now?” 

“Tm taking a few days’ rest ” 

“Is the pay good?” 

“So-so ” 

“Do you like the work’” 

“No one ever really likes his own work Only characters 
m books for young ladies like their own work ” 

“Where do you work’” 

The girl slowly lit a cigarette 

“Excuse me, but where do you work’” the man asked 
again 

“In a brothel,” the girl answered, simply 

A newsboy came in, and Spina bought a copy of a special 
edition of the evening paper, which announced that the Itah- 
ans had entered Makale 

“Have we entered Makale’” the girl asked 
“Yes you have entered Makale,” the man rephed 
That was all they said 

In the street, on the point of parting, the girl asked 
“Are you disgusted with me’” 
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“Realiv I was not thinking about you but about something 
else ” the man replied But the girl would have her answer 
“Arc you disgusted’” she said 
The man w.inted to go about his business 
“I am Lindci no obligation to answer ’ 
ou must answer ” 

“Good-night ’ he said and tried to go away 
Ihe girl held bv him the aim 
“Aie \ou disgusted’ she asked 
The two sat down on a stone seat 

“When 1 was at school’ the min said ‘a novel about the 
lives of the ‘pt'Pili’ of an ‘establishmenl’ of the kind to 
which YOU aie now attached used to be passed around under 
the desks I read the book mvsell 1 was hi teen scars old I 
was so disgusted b> it that ever since 1 have never been able 
to read books in which that sort of thing was even casually 
mentioned ” 

“Books like that used to be passed around at my school, 
too,” the gill said ‘I think they must be specially printed to 
be read secietly m religious schools 1 read about a dozen of 
them, and thev were all alike Chapter one Innocence Chap- 
ter two Temptation Chapter three, the Fall Chapter four. 
Guilt Chapter five, On the Slippery Slope to Sin Chapter six, 
the First Pangs ot Remorse Chapter Seven, Repentance and 
Salvation That is the invariable plot of those absurd books, 
written specially to make boys and kmu-hearied voung girls 
cry But my storv is neither to be laughed at nor cried ovci It 
IS a stupid, banal, boring story It is not even a stoiy, it is my 
life ” 

“Perhaps it is my fault,” the man said “I should not have 
urged YOU to leave Fossa ” 

“At Fossa I was bored to death,” the girl said “except, 
perhaps on the lare occasions when you were there At 
Fossa I ted on yawns Married fiicnds arc being because 
they talk only about their husbands — mv Ciccillo my An- 
tonmo my Gigetto ’ Thev are only their husbands’ shad- 
ows and live in everlasting tear of losing them Friends 
who are not married aie even more boiing, pooi girls they 
wait twentv vears tor a quartei-ot-an-hour s pleasure a quar- 
ter-ot-an-hour that fin illv tuins out to be b inal stupid, and 
absurd and while they are waiting inteiminablv and ever- 
lastingly waiting at the bottom of then hearts they aie 
never really thinking about anything else The men let us 
not talk about them fhey are not men, but clerks, tiades- 
men landowners peasants ’ 

‘ At Rome you could have stayed with Signora Chelucci 
She IS an intelligent unpi cjudiccd woman, and she certainly 
would have helped to pul you on your feet ” 

‘I don t want to speak ill ot hei as she is an acquaintance 
of yours,” Bianchina answered ‘She is certainly an excellent 
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woman but she moans from morning to night, worse than 
my aunt She always has tears in her eyes She does not 
speak, but sighs ” 

“Her husband is in prison, and he is blind ” 

“I know I tried hard to understand her sympathize with 
her, give her courage distract her I couldn t Besides the 
othei women I met there were boring, too, although their 
husbands were not in prison They were all obsessed with 
Socialism Mind I don’t say it’s a bad idea in itself I say 
if you want Socialism, very well, then, want it, but don t let 
us hear an> more about it But those women talked about it 
and sighed about it from morning to night, in their damp, 
filthy, unhealthy houses, while outside the sun was shining 
It was really pititul to see young people making themselves 
sad and ill and getting while hair all because of a fixed idea 
Those poor women live tor Socialism like nuns living tor the 
Sacred Heart I don’t want vou to misundeisland me The 
people you sent me to arc all unquestionably good and 
worthy people, but bortng, boring ’’ 

“The ‘establishment’ you took refuge in was certainly gay 
m comparison ’’ 

“Have you ever been m that kind ot ‘establishment’?’’ 

“No ’’ 

“Neither had I At the house of an acquaintance of mine 
here in Rome one Giuscppma Sralla, who was at college 
with me and Cristina and is now kept by a soap manulacturer, 
I met a commendatore, a patriot, a member of the govern- 
ment party Alter a few dajs he asked me it 1 would like to 
go to Abvssinia The high command had asked for two thou- 
sand women, some for the men and others of finer quality, 
for the officers The commendatore said that in view of my 
youth and good education 1 would do cxcclicntiv tor the 
officers He said tint if I didn’t like that kind ot lite a job 
in an office or something could be found loi me in the colony 
Only one thing made me hesitate That was you I eiid not 
want to go a long way away from you I had illusions about 
you In the end I yielded to the commendatore s impoitunity 
and left What attracted me most was the sea journey to un- 
known countries where people would talk a dilTerent lan- 
guage Perhaps they would grumble there, too, but at any 
rate 1 wouldn t be able to understand ” 

“Did you sail foi East Africa’’’ 

“I went to Naples I was taken to a so-called ‘salon of 
nude art to wail tor embarkation There w-erc sixteen of us 
‘nude artists’ at the clients’ disposal They weie mostly sol- 
diers passing thiough the town on the point ol leaving for 
the vvai Among the nudes there were some really fantastic 
and original ones who had been through the Great War In 
the evening, soldiers and non-commissioned officers, in hel- 
met and field uniform, came in They came fiom the training- 
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grounds of Eboli, Cava, Avellino, Benevento, Campobasso, 
Formia, Caserta They had to stay a day or two at Naples be- 
fore they sailed, and naturally the poor fellows tried to have 
a good time but they did not succeed Those who came to 
our place were happy, noisy, and even vulgar as long as they 
were together in a crowd, but as soon as you were alone 
with them in a room they became gloomy and sad Most of 
them were peasants When I looked at their faces while they 
were enjoying themselves with me, their seriousness fright- 
ened me If one of them ever did smile, he was most likely 
the father of a family, and smiled to please me, more than 
anything else Grave men with big mustaches and enormous 
muscles chirped like dicky-birds while enjoying themselves, 
and made childish noises at me ‘Cli cli, eld Tiu, tiu, tiid’ 
But their voices were sad at heart Some of them showed me 
photographs of their mothers, wives and sons, with tears in 
their eyes Just imagine it, in a place like that' Unfortun- 
ately, they were not allowed to stay in a room for more than a 
quarter of an hour Those who could pay double stayed half 
an hour, but you mustn’t think they enjoyed themselves more 
than the rest After they had finished, nearly all of them 
asked me to tell my life story At first I could not understand 
why What interest could my life have for them'^ Afterwards 
I realized it formed part of their pleasure So I told them, 
that IS, I invented things to increase their pleasure ‘I’ve 
got a little girl at school,’ I told them with a sigh, ‘and I’m 
forced to live this life in order to give her a Christian educa- 
tion What wouldn’t I do for my little girP’ Sometimes tears 
would come into thetr eyes as they listened to me They were 
good people country people and bored people One of them 
even sent me, by post a pair of shoes for my little girl I’ve 
still got them in my bag Now, in a sense, I feel myself al- 
most obliged to have a little girl I’ve talked such a lot about 
her, described her appearance so many times, her hair, her 
eyes, her hands the little dimples she has on her cheek when 
she laughs' So many excellent people have been interested in 
her, taken pity on her, almost wept for her' I’ve even got a 
pair of shoes for her little feet' Well, after a few days, 
life in the establishment began to bore me I was very tired, 
too I had a permanent ache in my legs, as after a long 
pilgrimage, pains in my bones, aches in my muscles But above 
all It was a monotonous, sad, banal life A kind of restaurant 
with one obligatory dish Everyone who came wanted the same 
thing My colleagues were stupid enough to put cows to 
shame'” 

“At your age you are already bored with everything,” Spina 
said, “normal life and abnormal hfe What is there left for 
you'^” 

“A hope ” 

“What hope?” 
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“You ” 

“I iini sorr>,” said Spina but ” 

‘What lUe vou in'uas^ tlia girl said “You’ic certainly 
not a priest noi i bn a'lJ noi a dcsil nor a commercial 
travcfei What aie \ou' Vou m i\ he all Ihese Ihings but I 
don t caic I’m not interested I don t want to know What I 
do know is enough Vou aic \oii Fioni the fiist time I saw 
you tdo \ ou remenber tbit lust time’) fiom the first time I 
saw your eyes I loved vou 1 im not interested in anything 
else 1 love >ou Irom head to loot Everything else bores me 
You aie the only thing that doesn t bore me” 

“B anchina I must tell vou 

“Don’t an'svvcr me at once The longer you put oft answer- 
ing me, the better for me because mv hope will last the 
longer Let me hope It is the only thing that keeps me alive 
now and it doesn t cost von anv thing ” 

“We shall talk of this again ” ihe man said 

They parted on that understanding 

Next day Spina met Chelucci’s wife at a corner of the Via 
Morosini as arranged 

“I’ve just taken Annina to the station ” the woman said 
“You should have seen her eves sparkling with joy at the 
thought of seeing Miirica igan ” 

“Who has taken Romeo s place in the organization of the 
groups’’” 

“A man from Milan, named Bolla I have told him you are 
here ’’ 

A vender of roasted chestnuts was sitting before her stove 
beside an inn door 

“That’s a woman who helps us,” Chelucci’s wife whispered 
to Spina 

The woman gave Chelucci s wife a bag of chestnuts A lit- 
tle wav down the street she opened it Among the chestnuts 
there was a piece ot paper giving particulars of where Spina 
was to meet Bolla 

The two met on the steps of the Trinita dei Monti They 
recognized each other because each W'as cat tying a copy of an 
illustialed spoiling paper in his left hand 

“Wc believed you had been arrested a long time ago,” 
Bolla said ‘We had no more news of vou 1 even think your 
arrest has been announced in our legal pi ess abroad ” 

Bolla was a worker but as cover” he had assumed the 
occupation of commercial traveler which he said he ex- 
ercised with a certain amount of success He called on about 
twenty hairdresscis cverv day with a bag of samples con- 
sisting of cheap perfumes tooth pastes, brushes and cos- 
metics The most lucrative articles were now prohibited be- 
cause they were contrary to the government's population 
policy 

‘ How do the groups stand at Rome?” Spina asked 
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“We are right at the beginning again Romeo’s arrest was a 
disaster Most of our contacts are broken or unsafe We’ve 
got to start all over again ’’ 

“Are any new members joining us'^” 

“There aie some, but when they aie discovered and threat- 
ened they generally don t put up much resistance They tell 
everything they know That is why w'e always have to start all 
over again Sometimes we have to work for weeks to re- 
establish a contact we have to find people we have lost sight 
of, go from one address to another at random make appoint- 
ments at which no one turns up And finally when the con- 
tact IS reestablished, sometimes it only lasts a few days 
And then you have to be patient and begin all over again 
from the beginning Illegal work is a game ot patience ” 
“What do you tell a new person who wants to join a 
group'^’’ Spina asked “What is he given to do’’’ 

“We start by making him distribute a few leaflets, to test 
him ” 

Spina could not hide his disagreement 
“Don’t you think it would be better to gain his friendship 
first of all’ he said “Don t you think it would be better to 
see him in the evenings, in his free hours go out with him 
sometimes on Sundays, and gradually start talking to him 
about everything and not only about politics’’ That is, take 
advantage of his vague sympathy for us to win him entirely 
and make a man of him’’’’ 

Bella had a certain respect for Spina, of whom he had 
heard a great deal before meeting him. but he also knew 
that he was a little peculiar, like many intellectuals, and he 
wished to avoid arguing with him 

“I have prepared a small illegal paper for students, to be 
sent by post to about a hundred addresses,” he said 
“What does the paper say’” 

“I wrote the leading article myself ” Bella said “Also 
there’s a splendid letter from a Catholic student ” 

‘ Who wrote it 

“I did,” s.Tid Bolla “There’s also a short but lively letter 
from a nationalist student, who says he has had his eyes 
opened ” 

“Who wrote it?” 

“I did ” 

“Why do you go in for stunts like that’’” Spina asked 
“One must give the impression that the students are be- 
ginning to wake up ” Bolla replied 
Spina lost patience 

“We are not a party of hairdressers ” he nearly shouted 
“We are not working for appearances The important thing 
for us IS not to appear stiong but to be strong The revolu- 
tion IS not a stunt or a conjuring trick It’s the truth, noth- 
ing but the truth'” 
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“And it the truth is demoralizing'^” 

‘It IS dlwa>b less demoralizing than the most encour- 
aging lie ’ 

Bella did not continue the argument He knew Spina was 
a good comrade but with strange susceptibilities 

“Since I’m going to sta\ m Rome, Spina said, “I should 
like to lOin a trwlc gioup as a simple membei ’ 

“You can enter the gas vioikers’ group” Bolla suggested 
“Chelucci’s wite and Signora Rosa, the chcstnut-sellcr, wall 
put you in touch ’ 

Chelucci’s wite failed to keep her subsequent appointments 
with Spina He dared not go to her house tearing that the 
police might be watching it Spina knew the lule ot the politi- 
cal underworld b\ which if some one fails to keep an ap- 
pointment It IS tacitK renewed the three follovimg da>s at 
the same time and place Between one wait and the next he 
spent the time at his hotel vsiiting a long report, to he sent 
abroad, on \shat he had seen and learned since returning to 
Italy On the third Ua\ he went punctualh to Trastevere m 
the hope of meeting Chelucci s wite and took Bianchina with 
him, so that the time should not be entiielv wasted it Che- 
lucci’s wife tailed to appear They chanced to pass the inn 
outside of which Signora Rosa sold her chestnuts The old 
woman was sitting behind her oven, w lapped in a black 
shawl, holding a warming pan on her knees Every now and 
then she got up to poke the fire in the oven and move the 
bursting chestnuts 

Signora Rosa lecognized Spina, called him, and offered him 
a bag of chestnuts 

“These are tor you,” she said “An acquaintance of yours 
paid for them for you ” 

Spina and Bianchina went on their wav eating chestnuts 
Wrapped around one chestnut Spiiia found a note saying 
“Chelucci has been released He w'ants to see you Come late 
tonight ” 

Bianchina saw the note and wailed for Spina to show it 
to her or tell her what it said but Spina tore it into little 
pieces threw them on a rubbish heap and started talking of 
other things Spina resigned himself to spending the evening 
with Bianchina to fill in the time bcfoie going to the Via 
Morosmi They dined together in a tavern and then went to 
an almost deserted cafe For the first time Spina tried talk- 
ing to Bianchina of serious things 

“Life,” he said, “is in itself not necessarily either serious 
or stupid, boring or interesting It depends on us ” 

Bianchina agreed 

“A silly life ” Spina went on, “is based on appearances It 
aims only at seeming It wishes to seem interesting intelli- 
gent, beautiful, well-informed, sometimes it even wishes to 
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seem good iilL'Uisdc courageous To the stupid being is not 
impo i int sei inuig is ’ 

B' lehina prompdv agreed again 

‘ Why do you always agice with what I say'^” Spina sud- 
denly asked 

‘Mv dear,” she said, “I shall always agree with whatever 
you say ” 

Spina stopped, discouraged He was wasting his breath 
‘ Now 1 understand,” he said You are a little goose ” 
“And vou^ Do you want me to say what you really are'^” 
“It does not interest me ” 

‘ You are a big donkey ” 

“Whyt” 

“A woman ” Bianchina said “a real w'oman always agrees 
with the man she loves She is C.iiholic il he is Catholic, Mo- 
hammedan if he believes in Allah a collector of rare and 
precious stamps if he is a stamp-collector ” 

“So, in your opinion a woman always pretends'^” 
“Excuse me but now vou really arc a crocodile A woman 
who really loves a man loves not only his mustaches but 
his ideas and does so natuially and perfectly sincerely Don’t 
you think so^” 

“What does a woman believe in if she is not tied to any 
man'’” 

“At the bottom of her heart she worships the unknown god 
who IS still to appear ” 

Supposing a woman has different ideas from her husband'’” 
“It means she is betraying him and that her ideas are her 
lover’s ” 

“And if she is not betraying him'’” 

“She must be frigid ” 

Spina decided it was useless to go on with such a silly 
conversation Bianchina was sorry he was so easily upset, and 
tried making a small concession to pacify him 

“Are you sorry I want to have the same ideas as you'’ Do 
you want me to think dilTercntIv from you’ It so, you’ve only 
got to say so What more do you want ol me’ All 1 wish is 
to please you, I am leady to do and to think only what you 
want me to ” 

Spina tried hard not to lose patience 

“I want >ou to act according to your conscience and think 
according to youi reason and common sense and I want all 
that to remain independent ot youi private life ” 

“If that IS what you want, I shall do it,” said Bianchina 
“But in return will you love me’’” 

Spina got up, seized his hat, and made hurriedly for the 
door Bianchina watched him m surprise thinking he w'as 
joking But when she saw he really was going out without 
even looking round, she only had time to call out 
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“You’re not a man but an ostricht” 

Spina once outside the cafe, saw it was late enough for 
him to go and see Chelucci in the Via Morosini He walked 
casuallv up and down the street outside the house two or 
three times to make sure it was not being watched Then he 
went m and quickly mounted the half-dark staircase He 
found Signora Rosa acting as sentinel on the last landing 
She was looking down the well of the stairs, resting her head 
on her hands because she was old and afraid ot getting giddy 
The Chelucci dwelling consisted of one poor room which 
Spina already knew The blind man was sitting at a table, 
between his mother and his wife His wite whispered the 
visitor’s name in the blind man’s ear The two men embraced 
at length Then the blind man sat down again between the 
two women He was thinner and seemed taller He wms not 
yet thirt\, but had a lot of gray hair He immediately started 
overwhelming Spina with questions 

“How do we stand now' m Russia'^ How do we stand m 
China’’” 

His movements were hesitating, embarrassed almost child- 
ish, as he spoke he held his face forward, as though to see 
the man he was talking to, and then waited for the answer 
with his hands on his knees, like a well-behaved schoolboy 
The lines on his face had altered and become gentler since 
Spina had last seen him, and this was still more apparent 
when he smiled and beamed with pleasure at being told that 
“his” affairs were going well in Russia and China It almost 
seemed then that he could see But he kept on asking for 
news 

“How do we stand in Vienna’’ How do we stand at 
Barcelona’’ How do we stand in France’’” 

The two women remained silent and looked at their blind 
man They had combed cleaned, and reclothed him, really 
was a shame that he could not see himselt in the mirror 
They too, poor things, were cheered at heart that “their” af- 
fairs were going better in several distant countries at any rate 
Chelucci’s mother, who had remained a peasant, said, to 
console herself 

“Sometimes God closes a window but opens a veranda ” 
His wife, who was a Milanese worker, said nothing Her 
husband was there What else was there to say’’ There would 
be an extra plate at table There was a little oil-stove for 
cooking When Spina had visited the women in the summer 
there had been two beds on the floor in opposite corners of 
the room Now a third bed had been put between them and it 
was the only one with blankets Winter was just beginning, 
and the blind man would never know that his mother and 
wife were sleeping without blankets 

The blind man continued his questiomng 
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“How IS the war going’” 

“Yesterday they bombarded a hospital, as a reprisal,” 
Spina said 
“Who did’” 

“1 hose who intend to bring civilization to that part of the 
world ” 

“When do the rains start again’” 

“In May ” 

“Only in May’ Poor Abyssinians,” the blind man said 
“If God wills He mav cause the rains to start two months 
earlier,” his mother said, seeing that this piece of informa- 
tion saddened him “When there’s no other hope, there is 
always the mercy of God to hope for ” 

Her son was unvvilhng to contradict her He was sitting be- 
tween the two women his mother on the right his wife on 
the left, on the right the country, on the left the town He 
himself was both country and town 

“Is it true that Murica is with us again’” he asked “Is it 
true he has made it up with Annina’” 

“Yes,” said Spma “He has become a now man ” 

“And what do you intend to do’ Stay here’ Go abroad 
again’” 

“I am staying here I shall enroll in the gas workers’ 
group ” 

“In our group’” 

Signora Rosa came to warn Spina that it was time to go, 
because the sound of voices might make the neighbors sus- 
picious He gave Chelucci’s wife the address ot the hotel at 
which he was staying, and his Czechoslovakian name, warn- 
ing her to learn it by heart and not put anything in writing 
Two days later Chelucci’s wife telephoned and said an im- 
portant letter had come from Annina, and she wished to show 
It to him Spina met her at a dairy near the Pantheon, and 
she showed him Annina’s letter It consisted ot several lines 
written m ordinary ink, and the following words written in 
lemon “Munca was arrested yesterday There is a lot of fer- 
ment here Some young men who call themselves a group of 
wall-writers ask me what they ought to write, what the truth 
IS A man from Pratola came to see me too ” 

Spina decided to leave for the Marsica 

“Thev’Il catch you,” Chelucci’s wile warned him “There 
Will be a lot ot surveillance now ” 

“The place where you were bom is like your own home,” 
Spina said ‘You’re better known but it’s easiei to hide in” 
He hurried to find Bianchina She was in hei room Her 
eyes V ere red and swollen from much weeping 

“I really need you ” he said ‘ Murica has been arrested 
You must leave for Fossa at once You must take a trip to 
Avezzano I vvant you to talk to everyone you know, but 
without attracting attention I want you to try to find out 
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everything that is happening and everything that is being pre- 
pared ” 

‘ Aic \ou staving here"’’ 

‘I shall follow \ou tomorrow Send the man from Pratola 
with his cab along the loid between Fossa and Rocca dei 
Mai SI shortly before middav “Vnd 1 want >ou to find me 
somew'here to spend the night 

“Won’t vou go to m\ aunt s hoteP” 

“No because 1 shall not be dressed as a priest ” 

“Can we spend the night together P’ 

“Yes ” 

Bianchina jumped v\ith jo\ She packed hei luggage and 
went out at once Spin \ left Rome ne\t morning He took the 
tram to Tivoli and from there the slow local train that 
went to the Abru/izi stoppm" at cvciv little station He knew 
there was a rcgul ir police watch onh on the fast trains But 
he found the slowness ot the train exasperating He did not 
know what to expect in the Maisica Annina had \aguely 
said there was much ferment hut that might mean anx thing 
Was It possible for the network ot friendships built up by 
Murica to have changed the old situation in such a shoit 
time’ In anv case ho must act as substitute tor Muiica and 
not drop anv of the thicads he had gatheied He recalled 
Don Benedettos words E\er\ season has its ov\ n work 
There is the season for pruning the season foi spraxing the 
season for preparing the b.uicis the season toi gathering and 
pressing the grapes" Which season had thc\ reached in the 
Marsica’ He would trv to find out bv talking to the man 
from Piatola to Annina Bianchina the wall-writers and 
Murica’s other friends He w'ould act and give the lead ac- 
cording to the season that he found 

The train fiom Tixoli went no f irther than Avezzano and 
he changed to anothei Ham waiting at the next platform It 
was aheadv full of pc is ml women and tiaders who had been 
to market and wcie going home to their villages 

“The market is ahvaxs ciovxdcd before Christmas ” a wom- 
an said to Spina “And noxv thank God a lot ot people are 
getting alloxvances toi their sons xvho have been called up so 
there’s moie money about ’ 

The ring ot mouiit.iins suirounding the basin of the Fucino 
was entirely xxhitc xvith snow At some points the snoxx even 
covered the foothills that formed the first tier around the 

deep plain Spina xvas weaiiiig a black coat that came right 

down to his teet xvith a hi ick woolen scait round his neck 

Thus no one he might happen to meet xxho had knoxx n him 

as a priest would notice that he had put off his pi test’s cas- 
sock and collar 

At the same time it would be sufficient in case of need to 
unbutton his coat and remove his scarf to look like an oidi- 
nary citizen His most ingenious idea was represented by 
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his hat It was of a material and shape that permitted it to 
pass as ecclesiastical or civil headgear at will It all depended 
on how you put it on and dented it This discovery had 
wasted a lot ot Spina’s time at a Rome hat shop, but in the 
end It had made him laugh like a happy child 

He got out at Fossa station without looking round, and 
walked down the street that led out ot town in the direction 
of Rocca The road wound slowly uphill, forming the boun- 
dary line between a rocky hill planted with vineyards and an 
expanse of grain fields At a turning the man from Pratola 
overtook him in his cab Spina got into it without saying a 
word and the horse resumed its trot 

“Is there any news of Murica^” Spina asked 
“He died yesterday ” 

On the left the vines were losing their last withered leaves 
On the right the fields wcie lined with the lender gieen of the 
new grain Murica had died yesterday The sky was gray and 
laden with snow 

“He told me that you knew each other and that you were 
friends ” Spina said 

“We were friends ” said the driver “One spent time will- 
ingly with him He was a good man, and made other people 
want to be good too He also used to speak to us about the 
levolution ‘To be together without being afiaid of each other, 
that IS the beginning,’ he used to tell us ’’ 

“We must stay together,” said Spina “We must not let our- 
selves be divided ” 

“He had written on a piece of paper ‘Truth and brother- 
hood will reign among men in the place of hatred and deceit, 
living labor will reign in the place of money ’ When they ar- 
rested him they found that piece of paper on him, and he 
didn t disown it So they put a chamber-pot on his head in- 
stead of a crown, in the yard of the militia bai racks at Fossa 
‘That IS the truth ’ they told him They put a broom in his 
right hand instead ot the scepter ‘That is brotherhood,’ they 
told him Then they wrapped his body in a red carpet they 
picked up from the floor They bound him and the soldiers 
kicked and punched him backwards and forwards among 
themselves ‘That is Irving labor,’ they told him When he fell 
they walked on him, trampling on him with their nailed boots 
That was how the judicial investigation began He survived it 
for two days ” 

“If we live like him, it will be as if he were not dead,” 
said Spina “We must stay together and have no fear ” 

The man from Pratola nodded his head 
“What can a man fear who is in search of justice’” Spina 
said 

“Murderers fear death,” the man from Pratola said 
He pointed out the house of the Murica family at the out- 
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skirts of Rocca, in the midst of the fields with a big farmyard 

on one side 

Spina walked down a grassy path toward the farmhouse, 
after asking the man from Pratola to come back and fetch 
him later if possible with Bianchina It was a single-story 
house but wide and roomv The VMiidows weic all closed with 
the shutters drawn and the big tiont door stood wide open, 
as IS the custom during mouining In the yard outside the 
dooi there was a big squaie solidly built two-wheeled cart. 
Its sides painted led and blue and its shaft in the air Next to 
the cart there was a plow with earth still on it People v\cre 
going and coming tiom the house paving the customary 
visit of condolence Spina hesitatinglv went in but no one 
took anv notice ot him On ciossing the threshold he found 
himself in a big stone-pi\ed room that ordinariK served 
as both kitchen and stoieiooni lot agncultuial implements 
It was full ot people The women dressed in black and yel- 
low wcic sitting on the lloor near the firepi ice and the men 
were standing aiound the tabic talking about the land and 
the crops Spina saw Annina .it the other end ot the room, 
sitting on a stool alone pile bcwildcicd trembling with cold 
and fear among all tlicsc stiange people She was not even 
weeping bcc.iuse to weep one has to be alone or with people 
one knows But as soon as she recognized Spina she could 
restrain hciselt no longer and started sobbing The dead 
mans parents dressed in black came in tiom the next room 
The woman went over to Annina wiped awa\ her tears, 
wrapped a big black rug ibout hei, and made her sit beside 
her on another stool near the fireplace 

“Who IS she’" the women asked each other 

“It’s the fiancee," someone answered ‘ The fiancee from the 
citv " 

The father sat down with the other men at the head of the 
table Relatives aiiived fiom .1 nc,ir-bv village and a number 
of children The mother as is the custom slaitcd praising her 
dead son She had tiled to s.ivc him, she had sent him away 
and let him study in order to save him tiom the destiny that 
his weakness his delicacv his scnsibilitv had made her fore- 
see She had not saved him The air ot the citv was not made 
for him The eaith h.id called him back He had st irted till- 
ing the soil, helping his t.ithcr He might h ive been expected 
soon to weary ot it bcc.iuse to till the soil cveiv day is a real 
chastisement ot God But he had gradu.alh begun to t.ake 
pleasure m it He had awakened his father in the morning, 
harnessed the hoiscs, che'sen the seeds, filled the barrels, 
looked after the garden Every now and then the mother 
p iLised in her piaise to poke the fire and add a dry bianch to 
It Malta Don Benedetto's sistei came in, wearing mourning, 
too Peasants of the neighborhood arrived Others Icit The 
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cart and the plow could be seen through the big doorway 
Old Murica standing at the head of the table, offered bread 
and wine to the men around him He poured out the wme and 
said 'Dunk" and broke the bread and said, “Eat'’' 

“It was he who helped me to prune, spray weed gather 
the grapes of which this wine was made Take and drink this, 
his wane ” 

Beggars arrived 

“Let them come in,” his mother said 

“They may have been sent to spy,” some one murmured 

“Let them come in ” 

Many, giving food and drink to beggars, have fed Jesus 
without knowing it 

“Eat and drink,” the father said “This is his biead and this 
IS his wine ” 

When he came to Spina, the father looked at him 
“Where do you come fromt ’ he asked 
“From Orta ” 

“What IS your name‘>” 

Annina got up and whispered a name in the old man’s ear 
“I knew your father as a young man,” he said to Spina “He 
bought a male of mine at maikct I heave heard a lot about 
you from my son who has just been taken Sit here, between 
his mother and his betrothed, and eat and drink, for this is 
his bread and this is his wine ’ 

‘The bread is made ot many grains of corn,” said Spina 
“Therefore it stands for unity Wine is made of many clusters 
of grapes, and therelore it stands for unity, too Unity of 
similar, equal, and useful things Hence also it stands for 
truth and brotherhood, things that go well together ” 

On Spina’s right w'as his dead friend’s mother, a country 
woman, on the left his betrothed, a worker He himself. 
Spina, was town and country 

“It takes nine months to make biead,” old Murica said 
“Nine months^” the mother asked 

“The grain is sown in November, reaped and threshed in 
July ” He counted the months “November December, Janu- 
ary, February, March, April, May, June, July — just nine 
months Also it takes nine months for grapes to ripen, from 
March to November ” He counted the months “March, 
April, May, June July, August, September, October, Novem- 
ber — just nine months ” 

“Nine months^” the mother repeated It had never occurred 
to her before It takes the same time to make a man He had 
been born in April She counted the months backw'ards April, 
March, February, January, December, November, October, 
September, August 

“I remember when he was a baby and you were still 
young, and I used to take him for walks on the hills in my 
arms,” said Marta “Don Benedetto said you were like a vine 
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and he like a cluster of grapes, that you were like the stalk 
and he like the ear of corn ” 

Bianchina appeared m the doorway and Spina went over 
to meet her 

“You must get away at once You have been found out,” 
the girl said to him 
‘ How do you know'>” 

“I saw Alberto Colamartini at Avezzano,” she said ‘ He’s 
still m love with me, and he isn’t jealous any more, as Pom- 
peo has left tor Africa I followed \our advice and pretended 
to accept him He is an officer in the mihtia now, and he told 
me a big photograph ot one Pietro Spina has been on view in 
his office for some davs past When he looked at it he be- 
came positive that Spina and Don Paolo Spada were the same 
person I tried to shake his conviction but it was impossible 
He repoited it to his superiors this morning It’s extraoidi- 
nary that you weren’t recognized in the train or at Fossa sta- 
tion when you arrived tod.iv You h.iven’t got a minute to 
lose All the carabinieri and militia stations in the neighbor- 
hood must have been w'arncd already ” 

Spina spoke to Annina, and then asked old Murica to lend 
him a horse for a day The old man led a fine colt, only 
tamed a few months, into the yard 

“It’ll do It good to get a little fresh air,” the old man said, 
and handed it over to Spina 

“What can I do"’” Bianchina asked 

“Do what the man from Pratola tells you, and be serious,” 
Spina said ‘1 am going sir light to Pietrasecca where 1 have 
left some papers I want to burn Alter that I shall go in the 
direction of Pescasseroli from there to Alfedana or Scanno, 
through the plain ot Cinque Miglia I shall let you have news 
of me as soon as 1 can ” 

He mounted the colt In accordance with country custom, 
it had neither saddle nor bit but a simple halter of hemp 
round its neck As soon as it tclt the strange man s weight 
on Its back it whinnied and dashed olf in a W'lld gallop across 
the fields taking Spina who had not ridden tor many years, 
by surpiise Pulling at the haltei was ot no avail To avoid be- 
ing thrown off. Spina was toiccd to cling to the beast’s mane 
and neck However, after the first tiiry had subsided the colt 
became moie re ison iblc .ind allowed Spina to guide it in the 
direction of Pietrasecca, and trotted along the country lanes 
to the carnage road 

Just as Spina w'as leaving Lama behind, when he was only 
a few paces fiom the bridge which maiks the beginning of 
the Pietrasecca valley a militiaman appeared in front ot him 
and called out “Stop’ Stop'” The coll startled by the man’s 
sudden appearance, started galloping madly again, this time 
without Spina making any ellort to check it Although the 
first stretch of the valley ot Pietrasecca was very steep the 
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colt covered it without taking breath It slowed down only 
when the road began to be covered with snow Every now 
and then Spina turned and looked behind him, but there was 
no sign of pursuit It was unlikely that the militiaman would 
try to follow him on foot More probably he would report to 
the nearest barracks, giving a description of the horseman 
In that case a watch would be kept at the end of the valley 
and a patrol of mounted carabinieri or militiamen on motor- 
cycles would scour the valley all the way to Pietrasecca 
Spina felt caught in a trap from which he saw no escape 
He went on trotting towards Pietrasecca, but the valley was a 
blind alley, with no way out Where could he got To turn 
straight back and go down towards the plain would be put- 
ting his head in the noose, because he would almost certainly 
meet militiamen or carabinieri But staying at Pietrasecca 
would be no better, for he would be caught there like a rat m 
a trap He could see no way out The colt was panting, steam- 
ing, and foaming but still kept up a rapid pace The farther 
he went, the more the landscape altered Much snow had 
fallen and the gray sky promised more The white walls of 
the valley had never looked so high and impassable Apart 
from the difficulty of climbing them, it would be useless, be- 
cause the villages beyond were also part of the Marsica, and 
no doubt the village militia and carabinieri had already been 
warned 

Pietrasecca came into sight Spina adjusted his hat and 
buttoned his coat to give himself an ecclesiastical appearance 
The mountain behind Pietrasecca was entirely white with snow 
It had two summits, in the shape of two unequal humps, 
like a Bactnan camel The bigger hump closed the perspec- 
tive of the valley, and the smaller, more crushed one, joined 
the right wall of the valley Between the two humps was a 
deep hollow called the Goat’s Saddle, there was the source of 
the stream that flowed down through Pietrasecca Spina knew 
that there was only one way over to the opposite slope, and 
this was a mule-trail over the Saddle, it would now, of course, 
be covered deep in snow Spina remembered hearing Sciatap 
say that in summer it took from four to five hours to cross 
the Saddle and reach the first houses beyond But in winter'^ 
If he nad been stronger than he was, it would have been the 
only way out of the trap into which he had fallen But would 
it not be madness on his part to risk a long and dangerous 
mountain climb at this time of yeart It would certainly be 
more advisable to stake everything on a clever stratagem, 
stay at Pietrasecca, pretend to fly m one direction or another, 
but really hide in some peasant’s hovel, m the communal 
oven that was only lit once a fortnight, in a cellar, or an 
empty tub But for this he would need an accomplice, and he 
had no one 

Still thinking of these things, he came to Pietrasecca He 
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t]cd the colt to the inn door and was about to enter when he 
heard some one coming behind him He turned it was Cris- 
tina and there was such desolation in her face that it fright- 
ened him 

“M\ brother has written to me ” she managed to sav 

Spina feared some misfortune had happened to Alberto 
but it was something else 

“Tell me the truth,” the girl asked him “Are you really 
Pietro Spina’” 

“Yes ” he replied 

Matalena came out of the inn and the two remained si- 
lent, each shaken bv a dilTerent emotion Spina went up to 
his room, sorted his things and burned a lot of papers Every 
now and then he stopped to look out of the window along 
the valley road In tid\ing his papers he came upon the note- 
book on which he had wiitten Dialogues with Cristina” He 
hesitated, then wrote on the cover these woids of dedication 
and farewell 

“My dear, my very dear Cristina, here you will find the 
truth, nothing but the truth, I mean the real and essential 
truth, in these evil times the hidden truth, the truth of the 
heart Pietro Spina ’ 

He put the notebook in an envelope, went down to the 
kitchen, gave it to Americo and told him to take it to Cris- 
tina at once At the same time he sent M iialcna for Sciatap, 
paid him a day’s wages in advance, gave him the colt, and 
told him to take it back to its master at Rocca immediately 
Then he once more retired to hts room Half an hour later 
Matalena went up to ask him what he would like for dinner, 
but found the room tidy and empty Some money and a few 
words of thanks to Matalena for the hospitality he had re- 
ceived were on the table What a strange way of going aw'av, 
without saying good-by and only halt an hour after return- 
ing' The woman went out into the garden and saw the mans 
footpiints in the snow Sui prised, she followed them until she 
came to the brook From there they went, not downstream, 
but upstream The man must certainly be mad' Matalena met 
the deat-mute and asked him by signs whether he had seen 
the priest He answered that he had seen him running in the 
direction of the mountain Magascia appeared and confirmed 
this strange report The priest had been running like mad, 
and he must be a long way olT by now 

“He must have gone mad'” Matalena exclaimed “In sum- 
mer he always stayed in his room, and now in winter, when 
there’s three feet ot snow he goes up into the mountains'” 

Not knowing what to do, she went and asked Cristina’s ad- 
vice The girl had locked heiself in her room alone, and was 
m a state of utter prostration She had just finished reading 
Spina s notebook 

“The pnest has gone mad'” Matalena called out “He 
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slipped out of the back door without telling anyone, and now 
he has taken the path over the mountain'” 

Cristina dashed to the window and looked in the direction 
Matalena indicated 

There was no sign of man on the white mountain slope 
that led straight up to the Goat’s Saddle He must therefore 
have taken the mule-trail which was easier and longer and 
went up the mountain-side in a senes of great zigzags after 
first skirting the stream 

“If only he had had something to eat'” Matalena exclaimed 
“If only he had warmer clothes on'” 

The course of the stream was so hidden by rocks and 
shrubs that it was impossible to see how far the fugitive 
had gone, besides the air was not very clear 

“It will soon be dark,” said Matalena “He’U be caught in a 
snowstorm even if he does get to the Saddle ” 

Matalena went away, because she heard her son, Americo, 
crying Cristina stayed at the window her eyes fixed m the 
direction in which the man was flying It was an adventure 
that might cost him his hie He was so weak m health, so 
Ignorant of the neighborhood, and he had no food or special 
equipment with him She was suddenly terrified by the peril 
he was in. and her anxiety made her forget all other consid- 
eiations and all prudence She hid Spinas notebook under 
her pillow, searched m her wardrobe for all the woolen gar- 
ments that might be of use — a coat, two vests, gloves, tw’O 
scarves — and wrapped them in a bundle Then she went to 
the kitchen and took a loaf of bread and a bottle of wine 
and put them m with the clothing To avoid being seen or 
heard by her grandmother, she went out by the back door, 
with her bundle under her arm, as though she were going to 
the stable But instead she made a short detour, passed be- 
hind the chuich and the cemetery, and slipped down a 
steep slope of about ten meters to a path beneath Here she 
paused for a moment to get her breath, sitting on the snow 
as she had done when she was a gir! 

The path skirted the stream Cristina walked upstream, 
and as soon as she felt sure that no one in the village had 
seen her and was following her, she started running, because, 
if the fugitive had half an hour’s start there was no time to 
lose if she were to catch him There weie several different 
footprints m the snow along the path, and as she ran she 
tried to guess which were his The footprints thinned out as 
she went along, but none of them led away fiom the stream 
That was a sure sign that he had taken the longer way to the 
Goat’s Saddle the mule-trail, Cristina’s only chance of catch- 
ing up with him lay in taking a steep short cut three hundred 
feet up the steep incline that formed the right valley wall at 
this point She knew that climbing it, even m summer, was an 
enterprise reserved for daring boys and goats In winter it 
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was still more dangerous But there was no other way of 
ovei taking the fugitive She jumped the stream and started 
the ascent 

She climbed with hands and feet clinging to stumps, 
shrubs rocks that protruded through the snow Several times 
she stumbled tell with hei lace m the snow, and started slip- 
ping back Luckily, where the slope was steepest the snow' was 
thinnest, because the wind had carried it away But between 
the rocks, where Cristina thought she could advance with 
the greatest safety, she plunged deep into the snow and had to 
struggle out with her hands She was greatly hampered by 
her skirts and her bundle Where a big overhanging rock 
formed a kind of dry cave she flung herself to the ground, 
exhausted and panting for breath Mist was rising from the 
valley A gray pall obscured the ravines hid the houses, 
covered the fields the hedges, and the walls The earth looked 
shapeless and void as though it were uninhabited as though 
It were at the beginning again But it was not entirely unin- 
habited, because it contained a man and a woman, a man 
who was alone and pci haps not very far awav So she got 
up, to meet him to bring him succor in his loneliness 

The snow was harder now, which made it easier for Cris- 
tina to climb, but It also made it easier for her to slip She 
was diipping with perspiration and her hands were bleeding, 
having been torn by the thorns to which she had seseral times 
been forced to cling to keep from being hurled into the abyss 
Her heart was pounding so hard that she had to put her hand 
to her breast to hold it When she got to the top of the chasm 
she had no idea how long her climb had taken She had lost 
all sense of time and was so exhausted that she could not 
go on She had reached a big open, almost rectangular space, 
called the Witches’ Meadow Beyond this ihe mountain con- 
tinued to rise gently upwaids The snow lay trackless all 
around her No one had passed that way To go on towaids 
the mountain top would be cxtrcniclv exhausting and useless 
as well Cristina decided it would be better to skiit the moiin- 
tain, and thus cut across Spina’s path So she set oft in this 
new direction 

The landscape had completely altered The valley of Pie- 
trasecca had disappeared There was nothing to be seen save 
the outlines and summits of the other mountains Visibility 
was rapidly diminishing There was a freezing wind that cut 
her face Evening was coming on and so was snow Cristina 
reached the edge of the hollow that divided the mountain 
into two humps and termed the Goat’s Saddle She could find 
no footprints in the snow The ground was strewn with rocks 
and boulders that had been washed down from the mountain 
sides bv storms and floods With the snow nearly up to her 
waist Cristina could not see far She remembered the first 
time she had come up here, on a day in spring She had been 
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a little girl and her father had brought her It was a less 
happy landscape now Cristina resumed her climb towards 
the Saddle She thought that if she got there it would be pos- 
sible to overlook both slopes, see Spina more easily, or at any 
rate be seen herself But a moment came when she could not 
go on, and she collapsed in the snow To prevent Spina from 
passing without seeing her, she called him by name, with all 
the strength left in her lungs She called him by his new 
name, his real name 

“Spina' Spina'” 

He would certainly hear her if he passed She tidied her 
hair, wiped the snow from her face, her eyelashes, her eye- 
brows, her ears, her neck How surprised he would be to find 
her' She would say “First of all take these woolen things 
and put them on ” He would answer “But how on earth did 
you get here before me'?” She would say “Now drink a little 
wine and eat a little bread, they are simple things that do one 
good ” He would say “Signonna Cristina, do you wish to con- 
tinue the journey with me'?” She would reply “Things are not 
so simple as all that, my dear sir, you have forgotten that I 
have people and must go home ” That is what she would say 
to him So she went on calling “Spina' Spina'” with all the 
strength of her lungs 

She realized that if he did not come, her own situation 
would become perilous too “That is what we are like, we 
poor women, we want to help, and then wc have to be helped 
ourselves ” So she went on calling, with all her remaimng 
strength 

A voice suddenly answered her in the distance, but not a 
human voice It sounded more like the howling of a dog, but 
It was sharper and more prolonged Cristina recognized it. 
It was the howl of a wolf, the howl of a beast of prey, a 
call to the other wolves scattered about the mountain, an in- 
vitation to the feast And no coarse flesh awaited them now, 
but fine tendei, and clean flesh, baptized flesh Through the 
driving snow and the darkness of approaching night Cristina 
saw a beast galloping towards her, appearing and disappearing 
in the hollows In the distance she could make out still others 
She knelt, closed her eyes, and made the sign of the Cross 
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